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ODE XXXVI. 

If hoarded gold possessed a power ' 
To lengthen life's too fleeting hour, 
And purchase from die hand of death 
A little span, a moment's breath, 

Monsieur Fontenelle has translated thii ode^ in his dialogut 
between Anacreon and Aristotle in thd shades^ where he be- 
stows the prize of wisdom upon the poet. 

** The German imitators of it are, Leasing, in his poetn 
* Gcstem Brvider, &c.' Gleim, in the ode * An den Tod,' and 
Schmidt, in der Poet Blumenl. Gotting. 1783, p. 7." Degen. 

VOL. II. B How 
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How I would love the^preciotis ore ! 
And every day shoiiTd swelliny store ; 
That wl^en the Fates would send their minion, 
' 7o vaft me off on shadowy pinion, 
I might some hours of life obtain. 
And bribe him back to hell again. 
Sut, since we ne'er can charm away 
The mandate of that awful day. 
Why do we vainly weep at fate. 
And sigh for life's uncertain dat^ ? 
The light of gold can ne'er illn'me 
The dreary imidnight of the tomb! 

That nolun tie Fatts nowild send their minion f 

To 'otaft me off on shadvay pinion^ ^r.] The comtnentatofSi 
wbo are so fond of disputing << de lani caprini," have been 
Tery busy on the authoiity of the phrase if ea ^mut ivixSn. The 
'jpcadi.ng of «» aa Genetros fviXdt)> which De Medenbach proposes 
.in his. Amoenitares Litterariae. was ahready hinted by Le Fevre. 
who eddoffl suggests any thiDgivon^ aotice. 

And 
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And why should I then pant for treasures i 
Mine be the brilliant round of pleasures ; 
The goblet rieh; the board 6f fHends, 
Whose flowing souls the goblet blends ! 
Mine be the nymph, whose form reposes 
Seductive on that bed of roses ;. 
And oh ! be mine the soul's excess^ 
Expiring in her warm caress! 

Tft^ g^ti^t rieh^ th^ board rf friends f. 

JVh*tte fltfwing souU tie goblet blends / j This commQnion of 
flrtendshipy which sweetened the bowl of Anacreon, has not 
been forgotten by the author of the following scholium^ where 
the blessings of life are enumerated with proverbial simplicity. 

To TfirM 2i> mlJimn «}oX«tf. Ka« ro rirofrof^ auvnCdtf /Mta tws- 

Of mortal blessings here, the first is health. 

And next, those charms by which the eye we movt ; 

The third is wealth, unwounding guiltless wealth. 
And then, an intercourse with those we love V 

» a 
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ODE XXXVIL 

1 WAS nighty and many a circling boiivl 
Had deeply wann'd m^ swimming soul ; 
As lull'd in slumber I was laid, 
Bright visions o'er my fancy pls^'d'! 

. With 



'^Compare with this ode the beautifol poem ' der TiaHin' of 
'i>z." Degen. 

Monuieiir'ije Fevre, in a note upon this ode, enterrinto an 
elaborate and learned jusitification of drunkenness ; and this 
is probably the cause of the severe reprehension, whieh 'I ^be- 
"lieve be suflfered for his Anacreon. ** Fuit olim fateor (says 
he in a note upon Longinus), cum Sapphonem amabam. Scd 
ex quo ilia me perditissima foemina pene miserum perdidic cum 
sceleratissimo suo congerrone (Anacreontem dico, si nescis. 
Lector), noli sperare, &c. &c." He adduces on this ode the 
authority of .Plato, who allowed ebriety, at the Dionysiaa 
festivals, to men arrived at their fortieth year. He likewise 
•quotes the following line frohi Alexis, which he says no one, 

who 
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With Tirgins, blooming as the dawQ^ 
I seem'd to trace the opening lawn;^ 
lights on tiptoe bath'd in dew. 
We flew, and sported as we flew! 
Some ruddy striplings, youi^ and sleek. 
With blush of Bacchus on their cheek, 
Saw me trip the flowery wild 
With dimpled girls, and slily smil'd ; 
Smil'd indeed with wanton glee, 
But, ah ! 't was plain they envied me. 
And still 1 flew — and now I Caught 
Hie panting nymphs, and fondly thought 
To kiss — when all my dream of joys. 
Dimpled girls and ruddy boys, 



All 



who is not totally ignorant of the woild, can hesitate to confess 
the truth of : 

Oviitt f fXovornr ir<y ai^^ttuos xeuot, 

f' No torcr of drioking was ever a ricious man." 

B 3 — W^Jf 
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All were gone ! " Alas !" I said, i 

Sighing for th" illusions fled, 

'* Sleep ! again my joys restore, | 

^^ Oh! let me dream them oW and o^r f ' i 

I 

I 

-— wAm ail^ iitrmn afj9ySf 
'Dimpled girls and ruddy Bqys^ 

JO were goM f] ** Nonniis.says of Bacchus, almoBt In tbe 
«toie words that Anacreon uses^ 

VTaking, he lost the phantom-s charms, 

Ht foand no beauty in his arms; 

Again to slumber he essay'd. 

Again to clasp the^shadowy tnaidl Ijongepierre* 

*•* Sleep I agMtn mjijoys restone^ 

** Oi ! let fne dream them cter and oV/*'] Doctor Johns<n99 
in his preface to ShaJcespeare, animadverting upan the com* 
tnentators of that .poet, who ..pretended, in every little coin- 
cidence of 'thought, to detect an imitation pf some ancient 
poet, alludes in the following words to the line of Anacreozt 
before us : '*'' I have been told that when Caliban, after a 
pleasing dream, says, * I cried to sleep again,' the author imi- 
tates Anacreon, 'who had, like any other man, the same 
•4a the saroe^occasion.*' 
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ODE xxxvm, 

LiET US drain litt necter^d Ik>w], 
Let U8 raise the song of soul 
To hiniy the God who loves so well 
The nectarM bowl, the choral swell ! 
fiim, who instnicts die sons of earth 
To thrid the tangled dance of mirth^ 
Hiniy who was nursed with infant Loiie^ 
And cradled iii the Paphtan grove ; 
Him, diat the snowy Queen of Quums 
Has fondled in her twining arms* *' 



From 



^ <' Ck>inpafe with this beautiful ode the verses of Hagedorny 
%b. V. das GesellschaftUche ; and «f Burger, p, 51, Ice. Ice" 

' Jiimf that ike ungaay Queen cfCharmt 
^SaifinMtd in ktr ivtining armi^ BbbertsUuii Qpon die epi- 

a 4 thalamtuia 
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From him that dream of transport flows. 
Which sweet intoxication knows ; 
. With him, tlie brow forgets to darkle^ 
And brilliant graces learn to sparkle. 
Behold ! my boys a goblet bear. 
Whose sunny foam bedews the air. 
Where are now the tear, the sigh ? 
To the winds they fly, they fly ! 
Grasp the bowl ; in nectar sinking, 
Man of sorrow, drown thy thinking ! 
Oh ! can the tears we lend to thought 
In life's account avail us aught f 
Can we discern, with all our lore, 
The path we 're yet to journey o'er ? 

Aalamium of Catullusy mentioas an ingenious derivation of 
Cytherea, the name of Venus, tsteip* ro xiv^uv rat tpuras, 
ivhich seems to hint that '* Jjove's fairy favours are lost, \vhen 
not concealed.*' 

No; 
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No, no ! the walk of life is dark ; 

I 

N0y m! thi walk of lift U dark ; « 

*TU wine alone can strike a tpark /] The brevity of life •!• 

lows arguments for the Toluptuary as well as the moralist. 

Among many parallel passages which Loogepierre has adduced. 

I shall content myself with this epigram from the Anthologjjas 

EXxtf/Mv, KvXtKou fMt^wat apa/Mvot, 
Pmo« xf^furrta ipi 0iof. lira ra Xoivdi 
r-nfat iui!ko9Uf Mtu TO nXos bavarou 

Of which the following is a loose paraphrase * 

Fly, my belov'd, to yonder stream, 

We *11 plunge us from the noontide •beam $ i 

.... . i 

Then cull the rose's humid bud. 

And dip it in our goblet's flood. 

Our age of bliss, my nymph, shall fly. 

As sweet, though passing as that sigh, 

"Which seems to whisper o'er your lip> 

** Come, while you may, of rapture sip." 

For age will steal the rosy form. 

And chill the pulse which trembles warm ! 

Aftd death — alas ! that hearts, which thrill 

Like yours and mine, should e'er be still \ 

Then 
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Then let m^ quaflF the foamy tide, 
And throiijgh the dance meandering glide | 
Let me imbibe the spiqy brealii 
Of odours chaf 'd to Aagitint health ; 
Or from the kiss of love inhale 
A more voluptQouSy ' iich^ gale ^ 
To souls that court the phantom Care, 
Let him retire and shroud him there; 
While we exhaust the 'nigCtai-'d bowl. 
And swell the choral song of soul 
To him, the God who loves so well 
The nectarM bowl, the choral swell i 
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ODE XXXIX. 

How I loTe the festive hoj^ 
Tripping wild the dance of joy ! 
How I love the mellow sage^ 
Smilbg through the -veil of age ! 
And whene'er this man of years 
In the dance of joy appears. 
Age is on hb temples hung. 
But his heart-*4iis heart is joungi 

Agt is 0« ih ttmphs kuMg, 

But hh heart— 1^ luart it jvwig ^ Saint Pftvin flukes tt|e 
■same distinction in a sonnet to a young girl t 

Je 8SU8 bien que les destinies 
Ont mal compass^ nos ann£e3| 
Ne regardcz que mon amour. 

^ut-6tre en serez tdus emue^ 
tl est jeune et n'est que du jour> 
4kUeIriS| que je^oos ai v«. 

f9k 
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Fair and young, thou bloomest now. 
And I full many a year have told ; 

Bu^ read tl^e heart and not the brow. 
Thou shalt not find my love is o1d» 

My love 's a child ; and thou canst say 
How much his little age may be. 

For he was born the very day 
That first I set my eyes •& thee I 



ODES OV ANACRKOW. 15 






ODE XL. 

1 KNOW that Heaven ordains me heft'. 
To run this mortal life's career ; 
The scenes which I have joumied o'er^ 
Return no more — alas ! no more ; 
And all the path I Ve yet to gQ, 
t neither know nor ask to know. 
Then surely, Care, thou canst not twine 
Thy fettersTTOund a soul like mine ; 
Koy no ! .the heart that feels with me^ 
Can never be a slave to Aee! 



And 



'Ko, no! the heart that fgeU toith tile, 
' Can never he a siave to thee f] Longcpierfc qQotes an epigram 

liere from the Anthologia, on'accolllnt of thfe similarity of ii 

... .it 

particular pb rase j it is by no means Anacreontic, but has sm 

interesting 
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And oh ! before the vital thrill. 
Which trembles at my heart, is still,. 
I'll gather Joy's luxuriant flowers^ 
And gild with bliss my fading hours ;. 
Bacchus shall bid my winter bloom. 
And Venus dance, me. to the tomb ! 

interestixig simplicity^ which induced roe to paraphnse it,. and' 
nay atone for its intrusion. 

At length to Fortune, and to you> 
I>elusiTe Hope ! a last adieu. 
The cbarm that once b^uil'd is o'er> 
And I have rcach'd my destin'd shore. 
Away, away t your flattering ans 
May now betray some simpler hearts. 
And you will smile at their believing. 
And they shall weep at your deceiving ! 
j^cehta ihall bid ny vfinter hloom, 

And Fenut donee me to the tombf] The same commentator, 
has quoted an epitaph, written upon our poet by Julian, where 
he makes him give the precepts of good fellowship even from 
Ibe tomb. 

* rioXXa*! 
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This lesson oft in life I sung, 

.And from mj^yc I still shall ei)r, 
*' JDrink, mortal! drink> while time Is yoonc^. 
^< Ere death has made thee cold at I." 



*■■. < 
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ODE XLL 

l^HEN Spring begems the dewy scene. 
How sweet to walk the velvet green. 
And hear the Zephyr's languid sighs, 
As o'er the scented mead he flies ! 
How sweet to mark the pouting vine. 
Ready to fall in tears of wine ; 
And with the maid, whose every sigh 
Is love and bliss, entranc'd to lie 

^^^lere 

And vnth the maiJ, whose every sigh 
Is iove and bGss, &€,} Thos Horace: 

Quid habes illius, illius 
Quae spirabat amores, 
Quae me sarpuerat mihi* Book iv. Ode 13. 

As 



 ' f ' 



0O«S OP ANAOSfiOK.- 19 

— — —  — — MM^— i^— — ii^ii— ii^,- 



Where the imboweriog branches meet-^ 
Oh ! is not this diviody sweet? 

And does there then remain but this. 
And hast thpu lost each rosy ny 

jDf her, who breath'd the soul of bliss. 
And ttok me from myself away ! 



YOL. IT. 



to OM^ M ANAdKBOK. 
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Yes, be the furious xqi'd ^ijw^ 

Where humour sparkfe^-fmnr tfie wine ! 

Around me', let the you^uL choir 

Respond to my beguiling lyre ; 

And while the red cup circles round, 

Mingle in soul as well as sound i 

Let the bright nymph, with trembliiig eye, 

Beside me all in blushes lie; 

And, 

The character of Anacreon is here very strikingly depicted* 
His love of social, harmonized pleasures, is expressed with a 
warmth, mmiable and endearing. Among the epigrams im- 
puted to Anacreon is the following ; it is the only one worth 
translation, and it breathes the same sentiments with this ode 2 

Ov ptXoSf Of xfumpi fasfa wX<« oivo«or«^«v, 

Nff»f« nuu «roX«/c*oy ituifvonra Xt^tt. 
Axx' o^it Mit9un rf , *au my%am Zttf* Appo^tt^t 

Whea 



And, wfa3e idie weaves a frontlet fair 
Of hyacinth to deck my hair. 
Oh ! let me snatch her sidelong kissesi 
And that shall be my bliss of blisses! 
My soul, to festive feeling true, 
One pang of envy never knew ; 
And little has it leam'd to dread 
The gall that envy's tongue can shed. 
Away-^I hate the slanderous dart, 
Which steals to wound th' unwary heart; 
And c^ ! I hate, with all my soul. 
Discordant clamours o'er the bowl, 

yihtn to the lip the brimming cup h prest. 
And hearts are all afloat upon the stream ; 
Then banish from my board th' unpolish'd guest» 

Who makes the feats of war his barbarous theme. 

• 

But bring the man, who o'er his goblet wreathes 
The Muse's laurel with the Cyprian flower ; 

Oh ! give me him» whose heart expansive breathes 
All the refinements of the social hour. 

C 2 Where 
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Where every cordial heart should be 
Attun'd to peace and harmony. 
Come, let* m hear the soul of song 
Expire the silver harp along ; 
And through the dance's ringlet move. 
With maidens mellowing into love : 
Thus simply happy, thus at peace. 
Sure such a life should never cease ! 
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ODE XLIIL 

Wfule our rosy fillets shed 
Blushes o'er each fervid head, 
Widi many a cup and many a smile 
The festal moments we beguile. 
And while the harp, impassion^, flings 
Tuneful rapture from the strings. 

Some 

And vhilt tit idrpf impasiMJtfltfg^ 

Tuntfui rapture from tke itriugSf Sf^.] On the barbiton an 
host of authorities may be collected, which, after all, leave 
us ignoiant of the natare of the instrument. There is 
scarcely any point upon which we are so totally uninformed 
as the music of the ancients. The authors * extant upon the 
tubject are, I imagine, little understood ; but certainly if one 
of their moods was a progression by quarter- tones, which we 
are told was the nature of the enharmonic scalC) simplicity 
was by no means the characteristic of their melody ; for this is 

* Collected by Meibomius. 

• 3 a nicety 
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Some airy nympb^ ytiih fluent limbs^ 

Hirough the dance luxuriant swims^ 

Waving, .in her snowy band. 

The leafy Bacchanalian wand, 

Which, as the tripping wanton flies. 

Shakes its tresses to her nghs ! 

A youth the while, with loosen'd hair, 

Float^ig on the listless air. 

Sings, to the wild harp's tender tone, 

A. tale of woes, alas ! his own ^ 

And dien what nectar ki hb sigh. 

As o'er his lip the murmurs die ! 

Surely 

% tAeety of progretsimii of which modem music is not susccp- 
tibk. 

The invention of thebarbiton is, by Athenseus, sttributcd to 
'Aoacreon. See his ftmrth boolc, where it is-'cslled ¥• tvfnpm im 
Anoifwmt* Neanthes of Cysicus, as qootcd by 0)rraldas» 
iisserts the same. Vide Gbabot. in Hont, on the mords _" Les- 
Iboum barbiton/' in the first ode. ^ 






Surely n^ver yet haa been 
So divine^ »o iilert a aosiiel 
Has Cupid left diestaury'Sphefe, 
To wave his golden tifesseshere ? 



Oh 



At o*tr Jus Up the murmurS'ih J] Jjong/epttXt &«rqttOted iieft 
an epigram from the Anthologia : 

Of which the following may give some idea : 

, The kiss that she left on my lip, 

Like a dew-drop shall lingering lie i 
Twas nectar she gaye me to sip, 
T was nectar I dnmk in her sigh \ 

The dew that distilVd *m that kiss. 

To my soul was volupmous wine ; 
Ever since it is drunk with the blissy 
' And feels a delirium divine ! 

HoM Cupid left the ttarry sphirty 

To wave ^s golden treuei hero T\ The introduction of these 
deities to the festival is merely allegorical. Madame Daciet 

c 4 thlnki 
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Oh yes ! and Venus, queen of wiles. 
And Bacchus, shedding rosy smiles^ 
All, all are here, to hail with m« 
The genius of festivity ! 

ihinks that the poet describes a masquerade, Where these 
deities were personated by the company in masks. The tnin»* 
lation will conform with either idea. 

jill, all are here, to hall with me 

Tie genius of fistivltyJ] - Ktt/Mty the deity or genivs of 
mirth, t'bilostratus, in the third of his pictures (as ail the 
annotators have oAserred), gives a very bcautifal description of 
this god. 
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ODE XliV. 

S(}i>s of rosesy vii^in flowers^ 
CulI'd from Cupid's balmy bowers; 
In the bowl of Bacchus steep, 
Till with crimson drops they weep f 
Twine the rose, the garland twine, 
Bvery leaf distilling wine ; 
Drink and smile, and learn to think 
That we were bom to smile and drink. 

This ^rited poem is an eulogy on the rose ; and again^ in 
the fifty-fifch ode, we shall find our author rith in the pAises 
of that flower. In a fragment of Sappho, in the romance of 
Achilles Tatius, to which Barnes refers us» the rose is very ele- 
gantly styled ** the eye of flowers ;'* and the same poetess, in 
another fragment, calls the favours of the Muse " the roses of 
Pieria." See the notes on the fifty-fifth ode. 

*' Compare with this forty-fourth ode (says the German an« 
Kotator) the beautiful o<?€ of U2 die Rose." 

Rose! 



Rose! thou art the sweetest flower 

That ever drank die amber shower; 

Rose! thou art the fondest child 

Of dimpled Spring, the wood-njmph wild ! 

E^en the Gods, who walk the ^^ 

Are amorous of t^y scented sigh* 

^Cupid too, in Paphian shades. 

His hair with rosy fillet braids, 

When with the blushing, naked Gracei^ 

The wanton winding dance he traces; 

Then bring me^^ showers of roses bring, 

And shed them round me while I sing ; 

Great Bacchus ! in thy hallowed shade. 

With some cel^tial, glowing maid. 

While 

01ktn with the hbiihlngf naked Graces, 

The 'WMton vimSng donee he traeei,^ *' This sweet idea of 
, JLove4ancing with the Gnices> U almost peculiar to Anacreoa." 
]>egea. 

IPf/i nme celeUuJ, glowing moid, &e.J The epithet |3a9v»o>)«»r» 

vhicll 



While gales of roses round me rise. 
In perfume^ sweeten'd by her sighs^ 
1 11 bill and twine in airy dance. 
Commingling m>u1 with every glance! 

which he gives to the aymph, is literally '* ftill^Msomcd :" if 
this was really Anacreon's tastei the heaven of Mabomct would 
suit him In every particular. See the Koran, at|». 72. 
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ODE XLV, 

Within tliis goblet, rich and deep, 

1 cradle all my woes to sleep. 

Why should we breathe the sigh of fear^ 

Or pour the unavmling tear f 

For death will never heed the sigh. 

Nor soften at the tearful eye ; 

And eyes that sparkle, eyes that weep. 

Must all alike be seal'd in sleep ; 

Then let us never vainly stray, 

lu search of thorns, from pleasurels way^ 

Ohf 

Tifri let us nrvfr vainly strey^ 

In search of thorns^ from pleasure* s 'way ; ^^.] I tiave thOs 
endeavoured to convey the mcsining of n 2i ^ov (3iey MUauffM^ \ 
according to Relief's paraphrase of the linie : 

Eche 
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Oh ! let us quaff the rosy wave, 

Which Bacchus loves, which Bacchus gave ; 

And in the gobliot, rich and deep. 

Cradle our crying woes to sleep ! 



Echeval, fuor della stnula 
Del piaoere alma e gradita, 
VancgguK in q«ftta Tita? 



S2 xxHTBat 69 ana^rHoI^ 



ODE XLVL 

See the^oung, the rosy Springs 
Gives to the breeze her spaDgled wing ; 
While virgin GrsMces^ wap^ with May, 
Fling roses o'ier her cfcwy way ! 



The 



The fastidious afibctation of tome commentaton has de- 
nounced this ode as spurious. Degen pronounces the four last 
lines to be the patch-work of some miserable versificatory and 
Brunck condemns the whole ode. It appears to me to bo 
clegandy graphical ; full of delicate expressions and luxuriant 
imagqy. The abruptness of *lZt mus utpot fMivrot is striking 
andspirited> and has been imitated rather languidly by Horace: 

Vides ut alta stet nive candidum 
Soracte — 

The imperatiKre i)t is infinitely more impressive^ as ixt 
Shakespeare^ 

But look) the mora, in russet mantle clad, 
Walks o*er the dew of yon high eastern hill. 

Tbeie 



The munniqupg b9k>w3 of the deep 
Have languidiM into «leot sleep ; 
And mark ! the flitting aea-binb lave 
^eir plumes iu the reflecting wave ; 

While 

There is a simple tnd poctic«] deacsfitkm of Spring, in Cft* 

4 

talltts's beautiful farewell to Bithynia. Carm. 44. 

Barnes conjectures, in his life of our poet» tfxat this ode 
was written after he bad returned ftoA Athens* to seiiie in 
his paternal seat at Teos ; there, in a little villa at some dis- 
tance from the city, which commanded a view^of the iBgean 
Sea and the islands,, he contemplated the beauties, of nature 
and enjoyed the felicities of retirement. Vide Barnes, in Anac* 
vita» § XXXV. This supposition, however unauthenticated, 
forms a pleasant assadation» which makes the poem more in- 
teresting. 

Monsieur Cherreau says, that Giegory Naizianzenus has. pa- 
raphrased somewliere this description of Springy I cannot find 
U*^ See Chevreau (£uvtes Melees. . 

'* Compare with this ode (t>ays Degen) the venes of Hage» 
^s» book fonrth dcr Ftuhling,. and book fifth der Mai." 

U^iili virffn Gractt, warm Vfifk Maj^ ^ 

Flift^ roses o*er htr diwy tM^/j De Pauw readsj Xtf^ira# 
^« ^fvMn, '< the roses display their graces." This is not 

uningeniousi 
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While crsmes from hoai^ winter fl J 
To fluttCT in a kinder aJcy. 
Now the genial star of day 
Dissolves the murky clouds away ; 
And cultur'd field, and winding stream^ 
Are sweetly tissued by bis beam. 
Now the earth prolific swells 
Vith leafy buds and flowery bells ; 
Gemming shoots the olive twine, ' 
Clusters ripe festoon the vine ; 

uoiogenious ; t>at we lose by it the beauty of the pcisonlfi. 
cation, to the boldness of which Regnier has objected, very 
frivoioosly. 

The murmuring billows oftht deep 
. Have languish* d into silent sleep ; &€,"} It* has been justly 
remarked, that the liqui<f flowof the line a»aXintT*i y^Xium ii^ 
perfectly expressive of the tranquillity which it describes. 

And eultur'djield, and winding stream, &c.Jl By fiforw •pyMt^ 
*^ the works of men (says Baxter), he mdins cities, temples* 
imd towns, which are then illuminated by the beams of the 
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All along the branches creeping. 
Through the velvet foliage peeping. 
Little infant fmitfi we see 
HuTsing into luxury ! 



VOL. IK 



i> 






I 

T IS true, my fading years decline^ 
Yet I can qoaff die brimming wine» 
Ab deq> as any stHjJing fidr. 
Whose ebeeks the flu A of morning M^ear^ 
And if, amidst the wanton crew, 
I 'm caird to wind tba dance's cluei 
Thott shall heboid this vigorous hand, 
Not faltering on the Bacchant's wand. 
But brandishing a rosy flask, 
The only diyrsus e'er I '11 ask ! 



Let 



But hroHSMng a nsjtjiatkf C^*.] A#«« was a kind of ka^ 
them vessel for wire, Tciy much in use, as should seem by 
the pioyerb w»of juu dv»«aEO«i which was applied to those who 
wtt€ wtempeiatc in eating aad drinking. Ttils provcib is men- 
tioned 



mm 



Let those who pant for Glory's churms^ 
Embrace her in the field of arms ; 
While my inglbrkAisi |>laci8 ik>iii 
Breathes not a wish beyond the bowU 
Then fill it bijgh, W niddy slave. 
And bathi me ii its honiecl wave i 
For though my focliog years decay. 
And though my bloom has pass'd away, 
like old Silenos, sire (livitie, 
With blushes borrowed from my wine, 
ji 11 wanton 'mid the dancing train, 
And live my follies 9II again I 



ttoaed in some verses i|^6jbrij| Uy Aduetuibsi JfiroOi iSm iM^ 
of Alexis. 

- Tie tmfy tkyinu^if I '/? M /] Ph^m^tos isstgos m t resion 
Idf the oonsiecitiioQ pf the thyttm \6 Btochns, tlial 'voKMf^ 
^ftea WaidMiifaa suppmt )of a Mick vuf namwgc^ 
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ODE xLvm. 

1 

»_ 

AVhen my thirsty soul I steep, 
Every sorrow 's luU'd to sleep. 
Talk of monarchs ! I am then 
Kichest^ happiest, first of men : 
Careless o'er my cup I sing, 
Fancy makes me more than king.; 
Gives me wealthy Ctesus* storq,. 
Can I, can I wish for more f 
On my velvet couch reclining, 
Ivy leaves my brow entwining. 



• Ivy haves my brow entwining, fefc] " The ivywas confe- 
orated to Bacchus (says Montfaucon)^ because he formerly lay 
hid under that tree, or, as others /^U have, it, 'because its leaves 
resemble those of the vine." Other reasons for its consecration, 

.and the use of it in garlands at banquets, may be found ia 

iLongepierre, Barnes, &c. &q. 

While 
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. While my soul dilates with glee^ 
What are kings and crowns to me ? 
If before my feet they lay, 
I would spurn them all away ! 
Arm jou, arm you, men of might, 
Hasten to the sanguine fight; 
Let me, oh niy budding vine. 
Spill no other blood than thine. 
Yonder brimming goblet see, 
Tliat alone shall vanquish me« 
Oh ! I think it sweeter far 
To fall in banquet than in war I 

Arm you ^ arm you y men of might ^ 

Hasten to the sanguine fght ;] I haTC adopted the interpref- 
ation of Regnier and others : 

AUri segujv Martc fero ; 

Che sol Bacco ^ '1 mio conforto. - 



V 
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pD£ XLIX. 

When fi^c^hus, Jove's ^mmorUil h&f^ 
The rosy harbingj^ of jo}^ 
Who, with the ^mishipe of the howI» 
Thaws the winter of our 4iquI ; 

this, the preceding Ode, aiid a few more of the sKme cha* 
factcr, are merely chansons a boiiv. Hast likely they were 
the effusions of the moment of conviviality, and we^ *^^$^9 ^^ 
imagine, with rapture in Greece ; but that interesting associa« 
^ tion^ by ivhich they always rfcaUed thep^i^vixial emotions that 
produced them, can be very little felt by the most enthusiastic 
leader ; and much less by a pl^legtnatic grainmarian, who sees 
^tbin^ in them but dialects and particles. 

/f^, wth fit sunshiue •ftlu hoval^ 

Tkavn tkt viinttr of our foul\ 6fc.] Auoiq/ is the' title which 
he gives to Baccl^i^s in the original. It'is a furious circum* 
stance, that P|utarch mistook the name of I^vi among the 
Jews for Aivi (one of the; Uacchaiial cries), and accordingly 
mpposcd tbarthcy woiahippei Baccbusi 

When 



When to my inmost core he glideSf 

And bathes it with h^ rub; tides, 

A flow of joy, a lively beat. 

Fires my brab, and wiiigs my feet; 

T is smrely somethmg sweet, I dunk, ^ 

Nay, somedung heavenly sweet, to drink I 

Sing, sing of love, let music^s breadi 

Softly beguile our rapturous death. 

While, my young Venus, thou imd I 

To the voluptuous cadence die ! 

Then waking from our languid trance, 

Agam we 'U sport, again we '11 dance* 
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ODE L. 

When I drink, I feel, I feel. 
Visions of poetic zeal ! 
Warm with the goblet's fresh mng dews, 
My heart invokes the heavenly Muse. 



When 



Faber thin^ this spurious ; but, I bclicye, he is singular in 
his opinion. It has all the spirit of our author. Like the 
wreath which he presented in the dream, " it smells of Ana* 
creon." 

The form of this ode, in the original, is remarkable. It is 

a kind of song of seven quatrain stanzas, each beginning with 

the line 

'Or' ty» fOM T©» ott9f. 

The first stanza alone is incomplete, consisting but of three 
lines. 

" Compare with this poem (says Degen) the verses of 
Hagedom, lib. v. der Wein, where that divine poet has waa- 
•tcned in the praises of wine." 

Whenldrtnlt, I feel, I feel y 

Visions of pottle zeal /] ** Aoacreon is noi the only one fsays 

< Loogepierre), 



^ 
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When I drinky my sorrow 's o'er ; 

I think of doubts and fears no moro ; 

But scatter^o die railbg wind 

Xlach gloomy phantom of the mind ! 

When I drinky the jesting boy 

Bacchua himself partakes my joy ; 

And^hile we dance through breathing bowers, 

Whose every gale is rich with flowers^ 

In 

LongepieiTe], whom wine has inspired with poetry. There is 
an epigram in the first hook of the Anthologia, which begins 
thus : 

Oifos roi ^tifwrri fArfttt vtXii iwof aoiZat, 

*Yim^ Zt «Diy«v> xaXQt • rixoif ivof." 

If with water you fill up yoar glasses. 
You '11 never write any thing wise ; 

For wine is the horse of Pamaasus, 
Which hurries a bard to the skies ! 

^nd *ahlU Vie danee through Breathing bowers, ^c."] If some 
of the translators had observed Doctor Trapp's caution, with 
regard to voXvat^ton /j/ v avfais, '* Cave ne coelum intelligas," 
they, would not have spoiled the simplicity of Anacreon's 

, fancy. 



M otttt iof MJaaason* 

sfiS95«ssSB»sssssss8Ssss=asaasas 
In bowls b^ iMh^ iDy 99IUW 9W]nit 
Till the g«le l)irc»(h^ of nought but htm! ' 
When I drink, I deftly twine « 
Flowery li^em'd with te«ni of Mriw ; 
And, while wiA festive hamd I s|^i^ 
The smilifig garhnd round p^ beftd» 
Somethi^ whispers, in my breftsi, 
How 8W4MI it is to live at rest ! 
When I drink, and perfume stills 
Ajpound me ^1 in balnqr rim 

hsacyy by such extTavag;suit oonceptions of the passage. ^^oM 
•ttr poet imajgiiic such bombast as the followin|f ? 

Quand je boi|» jx^oxk aU S*uu|giM 
Que, dans un tourbillon plein 4e parfomi divep, 
Bacchus m' impoite dans les aiif, 
Rempli de sa liqueur divine. 
OrOiis: 

Indi mi mena 
Mentre lietro ebro ddirOy 
Baccp in giio 
F«r U taga ami aeieDS» 

Then 
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Then as some betuty, nuiUiig lostty 
Id ianguor on my tmist reposes^ 
Venus! I Imnlhe mji^ vows to l!lic»| 
In many 9 sigh of kmcy-! 
When I drink, my baart fefiM^ 
And rises as tl^e cap declines; 
Rises in the genial flow. 
That none but social spirits knoWj, 

When youthful iPfs«dler«, fwud46e bmb 
Dilating, mingle soul with sod ! 

When 



Iflunymthfiii rtvfOmrty rttmd th hwl, 

Diiathg, mmgU tml with m»//] SuljoiMd to GaK^ cdidoB 
of Anacreon, there are •ome cnrioas letten upon the Oimoi of 
the ancientsy which appeared in the French Joumifls. At the 
opening of the Odeon in nuis, the managers of rtie sp4;ctacltt 
lequested Professor Gail to give them some micommon name 
for the ffites of this insdmtion. He saggested the word 
^Thiase/* which was adopted; but the literati of Atfit 
queitioiied the pnopriety^ of ic^ Sad addiCMcd their criticiiiiis 
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r, . I  ,-i II \ 
-  -    '— 

When I fixink, the bliss is mine ; 
There *s bliss in every dr6p of wine \ 
All other^joji^ that I have knbwn^ 
I Ve scarcely dar'd to call my own j 
But this the Pates can ne*er destroyi 
Till death o'ersiiadows all my joy ! 

to. Gail through the medium of the public prints. Two or 
three of the letters he has inserted in his edition, and they have 
elicited ^om him some learned rcseascU on the subject/ 
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ODE LI. 

r 
t • 

Tly not thus my brow of snow, 
Lovely wanton! fly not so. 
Though thtB'wane of age is mine, 
Though the brilliant flush is thine. 



m i 
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Albertl has imitated this ode ; apd Capilupus> in the follow- 
ring epigram^ has given a version of it : 

Cur, Lalage, mea vitay meos.contcmnis amores? 
Cur fugis e nostro pulchra puella sinu ? 
. .Ne fugias, sint sparsa licet mea tempora canis^ 
Inque tuo roseus fulgeat ore color. 
. Aspice ut intextas deceant quoque ilore corollas 
Candida purpureis lilia mista rosis. 

Oh ! why repel my soul's impassion*d vow. 
And- fly, beloved maid, these longing arms? 
^ >Is it, that wintry time has strew'd my brow, 
^od thine are all the summer's roseate charms ? 

-OC6 
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JStili I 'm doomM to sigh for thee. 
Blest, if Atou couldst sigh for me I 
See, in yonder flo:wery br^idj^ 
CuU'd for thee, my blushing maid, 
|low the ro«i, ^ brijttit glb-sr, « 
Mingles widi tiite %V9l&QWj| ' ^ 
ykA:, hoyf Bmettihfk ^ts ^e%i 
Justy^toJ^gMj ltt» ihfeiQ aid iwf 



/^ 
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Sw the- licbsxrlaiid^ifAlPdtn vernal weather,  

i(fh€tt t^e yotthg fcisfebiii with thift J% gfo^^ 

Ia wjvaths oClove ^erthti* may twine t^get&er, 
AMI i wm iMi thft %k thpa 0(6 *«sc W 

Mfd formy^ Utttkhg iMf^] ^ 14 iiie «iiile manner 
tiiat AnacredB pleada Ibr the whitents^ ^ his tbc&s, iflRDni the 
beauty of the cofowr fai ^thhds, aiihe[»hei^ ii ThbbbrHus, 
fttteavoiirstoreeoh&ol^'eM his Hack hair: - '' ' 

Km to ibV ibU>^ ift, ten h *f§ai%^ idtkiiflif 

Lcmj^picrre, Barnes, &c< 
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AwAT, awiiyy joii men (^fttleii 

What have I to do with achoK^s f 

They 'd make me leanii Aey 'd make me lipolct 

But wotdd they rni^e me love and drink { >^ 

• ■•'■'  ' t  " -"^ 

** Tbis la douMest the work of a more modem poet than 
AineieoD : for at the period if^ch ite lived ^lietOri)Mli&ft ttvtm 
M known,** bcsen. 

%hovgh tihe antiquity of xh\i oSk h eonftvmied hi\kt l^tioA 
foanuscript, I am very moch incfined to agfee tA-^llit^ aijs^- 
nent against its authenticity j for though tke daV^iUbfi^ <i| 
- rhetoric might aiieady have appoued^ the first Who gate ft 
a»y celebrity, wasCoraxofSyracqiCy an^ he Aoatfehed In^Uitt 
century after Anacieoiiu 

Our poet anticipated the ideas of Epicurus, lii jbib a^ts|oi| 
to the labours of learning, as well as his devotion to volup* 
toousncss.- Xlaim M^nm pMoit^hi f fv<jrf¥i» laid the philoso* 
|>her of the garden in a letter to Pythodesi 

Teach 
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Teach me this ; and let me swim 
My souJ upon the goblet's brim ; 
Teach me this, .^d let me' twine 
My arms around the nymph divine ! 
Age begins to'blanch my brow, * 

I 've time for nought but pleasure now. 
•Tly, and cool my goblet's glow 
At yonder fountain's gelid flow ; 
t 

.,. Veach me tMs% and let me twine 

*  ... . - • '. 

ifcfjr armt around tfte nymph divine/] By )^(ns Appohmt 
)iere, I understand sorae beautiful girl, in the same manner 
that.AiMMOf is often used for wine. ** Golden" is frequently 
«a epithet of beauty. Thus in Virgil, " Venus aurea 5" and 
in Propertias, " Cynthia aurea,** Tibullus, however, calls an 
pld woman, ** golden." 

The translation d'Autori Anontmi> as usual, wantons ontbU 
j)^isage of Anacreon : 

£ m'insegni con piu rare 
Forme accorte d* involaie 
Ad amabile beltade 
^ <I1 bel^cinto d' onestade. 
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I II quaff, my boj, aqd calmly aink 

This soul to skimber as I drink ! 

Sbon, too soon, my jocund slave. 

You '11 deck your master's grassy graven /* 

jAnd tlfere Van end-«-for ah I you know > 

They drink but little wine below ! 

AniTikere^i an tni—f^r ah ! /©« kmvt 

They drink but llttU nine bthw /J Tbiift the 1fitt]r M^fytrd: 

La Mortnous saette ; et quand set lots . 

Nous ont enfermes une foi» 

Au sein d*une fosse pfofonde, . I 

Adieu bons.vins et bon repas^ 

Ma science nc trouve pas 

Des cabarets en Tautre monde: 

From Mainard, Gombauld^ apd De.Caillyt old French 4>oee89 
MmQ,of the best epigrams of thg English language are borrowed. 
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ODE HfL 

yVkml behold 'the ^iidt^irsih 
Of 8ttndfD^ yon&i I^ryoung^agdmf 
Memory ivftkes ha* iniagiG ^raooe, 
And M^ings me li^t] j tfurough the dance* 
' "^Oe^lr/C^lifeba, smiling tniod ! 
Cull the flbWi^r itnd twine llie birmd ; 
Sid the blush of ;nuinner'8 roie 
Bum upon my brow of snows ( 

And 

|;lyphica, ^^uoting two of our poet's odea> where he calls for 
garlands, remaiksy ''Constat igitur fioreas coronas poctis et 
potantibus in S3nnposio convenire, non Aotem saptentibus eC 
philosophiam afiectantibus." — " it appears that wreaths of 
Howers were adapted for poets and reyellers at banquets^ bvc 
by DO means became thiase who bad jiccfiensions to wisdom ani 

> |>bUo96ph/r 
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And let mo; s^^hile/tbe wild anLjftoimg 
Trip the ibasy dance idoag^ 

Fling my heap of years away, 

• *^ '   ' 

Hither baste, some cordial soul ! 

Give my lipsjQie W^pai|q$.bp^^ , 

Oh ! you will seetbi^ifaomy Jag& - 

Forget his locks, forget his age. 

He still can chant the festive hyma^ 

He still can kiss the goblet's brim ; 

He 

philoiophy." On this principle^ in hit iS^d chtpter, he 
dnoovers a refinement in Virgily describing the garland of the 
poet Silenus, as fallen oiF; which distinguishes, he thinks* the 
divine intoxication of Silenus from that of common drunkarda* 
who always wear their crowntf while they drink. This, indeed^ 
it the " labor ineptiarum'* of commentators. 

He still can kiss tht gobUfi brim \ &c.] Wine is prescribed 
by Galen, as an excellent medicine for old men : *' Quod fri* 
gidos et humoribus expletos calefaciat. Ice* i* but Nature was 
Aniorcoa's physician. 

I « ' * Theit 
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He stiU .can act the mellow raver^ 
And play the fool as sweet as ever! 

• '  

There b a proverb in Eriphus, as quoted by Atben»us, 
which says^ ** that wine makes an. old man dan6e| wbetfaar be 
will o( not" 

Otv99 Xi7ir^f rus ytp9*raSf m W«r^ 
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ODE LIV. 

% 

M ETHiNKs, the pictur'd bull we see 
Is amorous Jove^*-it must tie he ! 
How fondly blest he seems to bear 
Th^t fairest of Phoenician fair ! . 

.«  

*< This ode is written upoi\ a picture w)iich represented the 
jrape of Europa/*. Madame Dacier. 

It may perhaps be considered as a description of one of those 
coins, which the Sidonians struck off in honour of Europa, re- 
presenting a woman carried across the sea by a bull. Thus 
Natalis Comes, lib. viii. cap. 23. ** Sidonii numismata cum 
foemini tauri dorso insidente ac mare transfretantc, cuderunt 
in ejus honorem." In the little treatise upon the goddess of 
Syria, attributed very falsely to Lucian, there is mention of this 
coin, and of a temple dedicated by the Sidonians to Astarte, 
whom some, it appears, confounded with Europa. 

Moschus has written a very beautiful idyll on the story of 
£uropa« 

s 

E 3 Ho\f 
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How proud he breasts the foamy tide> 
And spurns the billowy surge aside! 
Could any beastioFviilgtt- veii, 
Undaunted thus defy the main ? 
l^o : he deacendib- from c&hes> aborvc. 
He looks the €Soc^ he bfealhes of Jove!. 



JNo: i* detcenJi frdm cJimn Ahovt, 

JEfr looh tJu Gody he hnuths ^Jtnt T\ Thus MoscHus ; 

The God forgot himself^ his heaveiiy for lore, 
And a boU's foxDii bdied th' almighty Jtovt. 
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ODE LV, 

While mtc mvok« Ac ^vreaflied springs 
Resplendent rose ^ to thee we'll sing ; ^ 
. Resplendent rose, the flower of flowers, 
Whose breath pexfwjm Qlyiopus' bowers; 

Whose 

ThU ode b a biiUiant panegyric. on ^9 fp^ *' AH aAtiquitjjif 
{Migps Bamaa) baa produced nothing more beautiful." 

From the idea of peculiar excellence, whicb the aocieotSi 
attafihed' u> thia floirccy arose ^ pcecty pnoiverbj^l expression, 
used by Aristophanes, according to Suijda$» ft^. M'Mt^^^Jii 
** You have spol^en roses^*' a pbiia^e somewhat similar to the 
^ dire des fleurettes" of the French. In the same idea of ex- 
cellence originatedy I doi^bt not, a very curious application of 
the woird foSav, for which the inquisitive reader may 'consult 
Gaulminus upon the epithalamium of our poet, where it is 
introduced in the romance of Theodoru$. Muretus, in one of 
bis eleglesy calls his mistress his rose : 

^am te igitur rnrsus teneo, formosula, jam te 

(Quid tfcpidas ?) teneo ; jam, rosa, te teneo. Eleg. 8. 

s j^ Ko# 
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Whose virgin blusb^ of chasten'd dje. 
Enchants so much our mortal eye. 
When pleasure'sTbloomy season glows^ 
The Graces love to twine the rose; 
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Kow I again embrace thee, dearest, 
(Tell ine> wanton, why thou fearest ?) 
Again tny longing arms infold thee* ^ « 

f ' AS^^^f ^y '^^> again I hold thee. 

This, like most of the terms of endearment in the modem 
latin poets, is taken from Plautas ; they were vulgar and cdl* 
loquial in his time, and they are among the elegancies of the 
modem Latinists. 

Passeratias alludes to the ode before us, in the beginning of 
his poem on the Rose : ^  '  i 

Carmine digna rosa est; vellem caneretur ut illam 
Teios arguti cecinlt teatudine vates. 

JUsplenJent rose / /o the* v>e *ll sing ;] I have passed over the 
line cw iraipv avfti /MiXvtiy ; it is corrupt in this original read- 
ing, and has been very little improved by the annotators. I 
should suppose it to be an interpolation, if it were not for a line 
which occurs afterwards : ftfc 3d f v^jy Xi7«p/«iir. 

TBe 
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The roa^ is warm Diohe's bliss, 
And flushes like Dione's kiss ! 
Oft has tl^ poet's magic tongue 
The rose's fair luxuriance sung; 



And 



Tke me is •warmipt9n**s iliu, f^e."] BellMtcti in a oote upon 
in old French poet> (^noting the oiiginal here a^poZ^ixw 
ra^vp/Mt, translates it, *< cx>mme les dclices et mlgnardisci'de 
Venus." • 

Oft has the po^s magic tongue '  "  t 

The rose's fair luxurianee *ttng\ f^c*"] The following. t| a 
fragment of the Lesbian poetess. It is' cited in the romance 
of Achilles Tatius, who appears to hav^ resolved the numbers 
into prose. Ei rois etyde^iy nOiXw o Zitv imOiivdM ^dc^iXia^^ra 
^o^oy eu r«w «yOi«» l^M^Xlv%^ ^f.ir< *Oir/AAS, ^nirm or^'kaiafML^ 
•^aX/AMs 2nr9«Aiy; XitfAmiw ifirOii/4«t» «aXA«f dfftnrfht, E^TOf. 
«rvii, A^pa^imy o^ofuru, tvii^iffi ^vXXoif ko/aSj iviuynroff wirotXotf 
■^fvpa, TO wiTtfXoy fo Zi^o/)« 7iX5« 

If Jove would give the leafy boweri 

A queen for all their world of flowers, ; 

The ro^ would Ix; the choice of Jove^ . 

And blush, the queen of eveiy g(Ove« 

Sweetosf child of weeping mornings . 

Gem^ ihc vest of earth adQ;jaiAg« ; 

Eye 
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And long the Miuies, heaviealy maids^ 
' Have rear'^d it id their tuneful shadeat^ 

When, at the early glance of nooni^ 

It sleeps upoucthe gtitteri^ thor% 
' Tf is sweet to dare the tangled fence, 

Ta cttU die timid io^eret theoce^ 

And wipe with tender hand awaj 

The tear that on its blushes lay ! 

T is sweet to hold the infmit steHU^ 

Yet dropping/with Aurora's gems. 

And fre^ inhale the spicy sighff 

That from the weeping buds, arise* 

Ej'c of flcwrets, glcjw of l««w». 
Bud of beaoty nurs*d by dawns : 
Soft the wi^ of love U braathes^ 
Cypiia't brow with ma^c wreaibs^ 
And^ to the Zephyr's waim caxcnrs^ 
DifTusas all itsTordant tresses, 
Tilly glowing with the wanton'a pla^ 
It Uiuhcs 4 «Ucina tey i 

When 






When revel reigw, whea muA h W^ \ 

And Bacchus beams in: eiierj eye^ 

Our rosy fiUetr scent eadnfe^. 

And fill with balm t&e fiEiinttng gale I 

Oh ! there is nought in nature bright, 

"Where roses do not shed theb light ! 

When mofdbg paints t&e orilent sItifiEr, 
^ Her finger;, bum with roseate dies ; 

The nymphs display the rose's charafif^ 

It mandes o'er their graceful arms ; , 

Through Cytherea's form it glows, 
' And mingles with the living snows. 

M#it momuig^hu du orient tiiei, 
' 'Btrfngwi hum tjaiik mtait dht ; Qf^.] la the original \me$ 
b«L enumcatcfr the many epithets of beantyi. borrowed f»vk 
fosesy which were used by the poets, ««pa rm ffo^nfk We tee; 
that poees vfGft defied in Greece with the title of sages : ewea 
the careless Anacreon, who liYed but for loye and vohsptaoua^ 
ntss^wieta caHed by Platto the wise Aiiftcreott. Futt hase sag* 
ftieatia qasndipak. .. 

The 
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Tbe roiie diistils.a healing b^lni. 
The beating ^ulse of pain to tr^m ; 
Preserves the cole} inumed clay, 
And mocLs the vestige, of decay. : 



And 



Preserves the colJ inurned elay, &fc.] He here alludes tp t)ie 
use of the rose tn. embalming ; and; perhaps (as Barnes thinks), 
to the rosy unguent with which Venus anointed the corpse, of 
Hector. Homer's Iliad >)/. It may likewise regard the ancient 
practice of putting gaiiands of roses oh the d^ad^ as In Statibs^ 

Theb. lib. ^7^:**- 

— — hi sertisji hi veris honore solute .^ 

Accamulant artus patri^que in sede reponanf 
Corpus odoratutii. ' 

"VSChere '* veris honor," though it mean every kind, of flowers, 
may seem mord* particularly to reffer to the jose, which Our 
poet in another ode calls lapof /AfXn^cr. Vfc read, in the 
Hieroglyphics of Pierius, lib* Iv. that some of the ancients used 
tc^order in the.ir' wiTls, that roses should be annually scatteiied 
fflt their tombs^ and he has adduced some sepulchral inscrip«: 
tK>ns.to this purpose. 

: And mochs the ifestige of decay. "] When he Stys . that thia ? 
iower prevails over time itself, he still alludes to its efficacy 
ki embalmcm (tcneri pone ret os«a..ros^ . Propert. lib. i. eleg.\ 
^Di Z'' perhaps to the subsequent idea of its (lEagrance surviv-. 
* ing 
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And.wfaa:! at lengdi, in pole dediQe^ 7 

Its florid booties fade and pioe^ , 
Sweet as ip yoath, its baliny breath ^ /' 

Difiuses odour e'en in death 1 ' 

Oh ! whence could such a plant haVe sprung i 
Attend-HTor thus the tale is sting. 



^ng it^ Veftttty ;' for he can scarcdy ntesn to praite for daratioa 
the ** nimium breves flores" of the rose. Philostratus com- 
pares this J9ower with love, and says, that they both defy the 
influence of time ; XP**^ '* *<^ ^^« v^ fo^ ^i^^* X)nfor- 

tunately the similitude lies not in their duiation. but, their 

' ' . - • ... 

transience. 

Sweet MtH youth f iti'halmybrtatU' 

Diffuses odour e'eniu death f] Tbus Caspar Barlftus, ^hi his 
l^itus Nuptiarum : 

Ambrosium late rosa tunc quoque spargit odorem. 
Cum fluit^ aut multo tanguida sole jacet. 

Nor^ften the rose hs odour loses, * 

When all its flushing beauties die ; 
Nor less ambrosia balm difluses, 

When wither'd by the solar eye! ^ 

When, 
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Effusbg beM^ iMmsiA lmm» 
Venus a{^)<»ir1d> in^iirfiiiig inies^ 
Mellow'd by ocenni^S' hnay iam:; 
,yiQiieri> '^ tbe-«t9]Ty^«ooiJte.jibo9e,. 
The pregnant farain 4Ff i&i^itjr Jote 
DiscWd the njmjA of azure glance, 
The ii]i9iafih iwlio.sh^keS'tke.*mar&l laoce ! 
TThen, &en, in strange eventful faour^ 
Tbe:eartbip«9dttc^ aa itifaat jSover, 
"Wlujch spningy wifliTjlushing tinctures drest^ 
And wanton'd o^erits.^parent breast. 
' ' "He gods%elleld this ibfilliant bhth, 

. 4 

And hail'd the Rose, the boon of earth ! 

With nectar drops, a ruby tide. 

The sweetly orieift buds 4iejr >dyed, 

And 

§f^fh nfCtar dr^ps^ a rufy tuU, 
^ .Vk rm«iy otittit budi th^y ijti^ ^^.] The author of the 
' • ' " Ptrrijilittiii 



■"I I , 



And bade them bloom, tbe flowers divina 
Of him M'ho sheds the teeming vine ; 
And bade them on the sfaaigled thorn 
Jgxpaad their bosoms to the morn» 



• V 



^' PbnrigiUum Veneris" (a |X)em mttributed to CatuTlasy the 
style of whtbli appear to mb to haveall thoi laboamdiliutuiance 
t>f a much later period) ascribes (he tineuue of the lose to th« 
l>lood from the nottiid of Adonis— 

— — tOSSB 

Fosft ftpiitiO'db«r«u«e«#^ 

according to the , emeodation of lipsius. In the folfofring 
«pigiam this hue is dtflfezently accounted for: . » 

Ilia quidem studiosa suum defendere Adonim» 

<#nLdivus stricto quern petit ense ferox, 
Affixit duris vestigia csecarosetisy 
. ... Alh^qaediTinopiqtapruorerosaet'U 

<Wbilc4fae*enamour'd<queen of jpy 
..#'ttcsto protect her lovely boy, . 

On ivbom the jealous war^god nis^M^ 
^e tresds upon a thorned rosc> 
, fAad while ^the woitind with crimson flows* 

Vh» l&oiey j^wiot iieels her blood, and btashost 



te 
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;. ODE Lvr. 

< * - 

He, who instructs the youthful cte'w  ^ 
To bathe them in the brinnner's dew, 
And taste, uncloy'd by rich excesses, 
All the bliss that wine possesses ! 
He, who inspires the youth to glance 

In winged circlets through the dance ; 

Bacchus, the god again is here. 

And leads along the blushing year ; 

*' Compare with this elegant ode the verses of Vz, lib. i. die 
Weinlese." Degcn. '* 

This appears to be one of the hymns which were sung at the 
anniYersary festival of the vintage ; one of the iviX^wti u/uf.90t» 
«s our poet himself terms them in the fifty^ninth ^de. We 
cannot help feeling a peculiar veneration for these relics of the 
religion of antiquity. Horace may be supposed to hiive written 
th^ nineteenth ode of his second book, and the twenty-fifth o€ 
the third, for some bavchanaliaa celebiatton of thk kind. 

The 
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The blushing year with rapture teems, 
Ready to shed those cordial streams, 
Which, sparkling in the cup of mirtbj 
Illuminate the sons of earth ! ' ! 

And when the ripe and vermil wine. 
Sweet infant of the pregnant vine, ; 

Which now in mellow clusters swells. 
Oh ! when it bursts its rosy cells, 
The heavenly stream shall mantling flow, 

_ • 

To balsam every mortal woe ! 

JfTiichf sparkling in the cap vfmrtk, " 

Illuminate the sons <f earth /j In die original croroy tffoyoy 
m»pn\M. Madame Dacier thinks that the poet here had th« 
nepenth^ of Homer in his mind. Odyssey, lib. av. This ne- 
penthe was a something of exquisite charni, infu/ied. by Helen 
into the wine of her guests, which had the power of dispelling 
every anxiety. A French writer, with very elegant gallantry| 
ironjectures that this spell, which made the bowl so beguiling, 
was the charm of Helen's conversation. See De Mer^, quoted 
by Bayle, art. H^Une. 
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Ko yoatii shall then be wan Or weak, 
For dimpling health shall light the diedc; 
Ko heart shall then desponding ngh, 

• * • • , 

For wine shall bid despondence fly ! 
Thus — ^tffl another autumn's glow 
Shall bid another Tintage flow ! 
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OPE XVIL 

JnLND whose immortal hand could shed 
Upon this disk the ocean's bed? 
And, in a frenzied flight of soul 
Sublime as heaven's eternal pole, 

Imagine 

Tint ode is t ^ry animated descriptioa of a picture of Venus 
%ftk a discus^ which represented the goddess in her lirst .emer- 
igence from the waves. About two centuries after our poet 
wrote, the pencil of the artist Apelles embellished this subject. 
In his fomous painting of the Venus Anadyomen^, the model 
of which, as Pliny informs us, was the beauti^l Campaspe, 
given to him by Alexander ; though, according to Nataliji 
Comes, lib. vii. cap. i6, it was Phryoe who sat to Apelles for 
the fiice and breast of this Venus. 

There are a few blemishes in the reading of the ode 4>efore ut, 
which have mftuenced Faber,Heyne, Brunck, l^c to denounce 
iht whole i>oem as spurious, Kon ego {wucis oQaidfur aiiculii* 
ti thti^ it If beautiful eaoi^h «»'beattdMiiiic» 

« a And 
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Imagine thus^ in semblance warm^ 
The Queen of Love's voluptuous form 
Floating along the silvery sea 
In beauty's naked majesty ! 
Oh ! he has given the captur'd sight 
A witching banquet of delight ; 
And all those sacred scenes of love. 
Where only hallow'd eyes may rove, 



lie. 



jtfiJ 'vehoie immortal hand^ould shed 
' VpoH this disk the ocean's bed f] The abruptness of af« ru 
TOfitf^t oovrdy^ is finely expressive of sudden admiration, and 
•is one of those beauties^ which we cannot but admire in their 
source, though, by frequent imitation^ they are now become 
i inguid and unimpressive. ^ 

And all those .sacred scenes ofle/vtj 

fVhere only hallowed eyes may rove^ &c^ The picture hcr^ 
has all the delicate character of the semi-reducta- Venus, and 
is the sweetest emblem- of what the poetry of passion ought to 
be ; glowing but through a veil, and stealing upon the heart 
lorn concealment, Few of the ancients -have attained -this 

. , modest/ 
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Lie, faintly glowing, half conceard. 
Within the lucid billows veil'd. 
light as the leaf, that summer's breeze 
Has wafted o'er the glassy seas, 
She floats upon the ocean's breast. 
Which undulates in sleepy rest, 
And stealing on, she gently pillowi 
Her bosom on the amorous billows. 
Her bosom, like the humid rose, 
Her neck, like dewy-sparkling snows, 

^ Illume 

modesty of description, which is like the golden. cloud that 
bung over Jupiter and Juno, impervious to every beain but that 
of fancy. 

Her bosom f Vile the humid rose, fife] ** PoSimt (says an ano- 
nymous annotator) is a whimsical epithet for the bosom." 
Neither Catullus nor Gray have been of his opinion. The 
former has the expression. 

En hie in roseis latet papillis. 
And the latter, 

Lo ! where the ro^-bosom'd hours, Ice. 

r 3 CrottUi, 
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Illume thf liquid path edie ti^€es. 

And bum withjb tbe stream's embraces ! 

In languid luxury soft she glides^ 

Encircled by the azure tides, 

like some &ir lily, famt with weepings 

Upon a bed of violets sleeping ! 

Beneath their queen's inspiring glance. 

The dolphins o'er the green sea dance. 

Bearing in triumph young Desire, 

And.baby Love with smiles of fire ! 

While, 

<!^rattuf , a mbd^rn Ladnist, migbt indeed be censured fof 
too vague' an use of the epithet <* rosy/' Wlien he applies it to 
the eyes : ** e rosels oculis." 

— y oung Desire, &€."} In the original *I^i^ef, 

Yrho was the same deity with Jocus among the Romans. Au« 
relius Augurellus has a poem beginning 

Invitat olim Bacchus ad ccenam sact 
Comon, Jocum^ Cupidinem* • 

"Which Parndl has closely imitated t 

G.ir 



While, sparkling on the silver waves. 
The tenants of the briny caves 
Around the pomp in eddies ji^j, • 
And gleam along the watery way. 



Gay Biochasy liking Estoouit's wine, 

A noble meat bespoke us ; 
And for the guests that were tb dine, 

fireushc ComuS| Un; and JociiSi fte. 



r 4 



74 ODES OF ANAGREON% 



ODE LVIIL 

When gold, as fleet as zephyr's pinion, 

Escapes like any faithless minion. 

And flies me (as he flies me ever), 

Do I pursue him i never, never ! 

• • No, 

I have followed Barnes's arrangement of this ode ; it deviates 
somewhat from the Vatican MS. but it appeared to me the 
more natural order. 

ff^ktn gold, at fleet at Ziphyr't pinion^ 

Etcapes like any faithlets minion^ &c!\ In the original 
<0 l^cnvryu o x^v^of. There is a kind of pun in these words, 
as Madame Dacier has already remarked ; for Chrysos, which 
signifies gold, was also a frequent name for a slave. In one of 
Lucian*s dialogues there is, I think, a similar play upon th» 
word, where the followers of Chrysippus are called golden 
fishes. The puns of the ancients are, in general, even more 
vapid than our own ; some of the best are those recorded of 
Diogenes. 

Andfliit OTf (at ht fliei mt rverj^ CS^^.] Au $', tut /m ptvytt. 

This 
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No^ let the false deserter go, 
For who would court his direst foe? 
But, when I feel my lightened mind 
Nq more by ties of gold confin'd, 
I loosen all my clinging cares, 
And cast them to the vagrant airs. 
Then, then I feel the Muse's spell, 
And wake to life the dulcet shell ; 

This grace of iteration has already been taken notice df. 
Though sometimes merely a playful beauty, it is peculiarly 
expressive of impassioned sentiment, and we may easily believe 
that it was one of the many sources, of that energetic sensibility 
which breathed through the style of Sappho. See Gyrald. Vet, 
Poet. Dial. 9. It will not be said that ihis is a mechanical or* 
nament by any one who can feel its charm in those lines of 
Catullus, where he complains of the infidelity of his mistress, 
JLesbia. 

Cceli, Lesbia nostra, Lesbia ilia, , 

Ilia Lesbia, quam Catullus unam. 

Plus quam se atque siios amavit omnes. 

Nunc, &c. 

Si sic omni^ dizisset ! but the rest does not bear citation. 

The 
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The dulcet shell to beauty siogB, 
And love diasoheff aloog the strings t 
Thusy ivhen my heart is sweetlj taught 
How little gold deserves a thought^ 
The winged slave returns once more. 
And widi faun wafts delicious store 
Of racy wine^ whose balmy art ^ 
In slumber seak the anxious heart ! 
Again he tries my soul to sever 
From love and song^ perhaps for ever ! 
Away, deceiver ! why pursuing 
Ceaseless thus my hearths undoing ? 
Sw^et is the song of an^orous fire ; 
Sweet are the sighs that thrill the lyre ; 
Oh ! sweeter fiEU* than aU the gold 
The waftage of thy wings can hold. 
I well remember all thy wiles ; 
They wither'd Cupid s floweiy smileSj 



And 
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And o'er bk hai>p sticli garbage sbed, 
I thought its aogffl breath was fled! 
They tamted a)I his bowl of blisses^ 
His bland desires smd haUow'd kisses. 
Oh I fly to haunts of sordid met. 
But rove not near the bard again ] 
Thy glitter in the Muse's shade, 
Scares from her bower the tuneful n&aid^ 

Tiej tainted all kit bowl of blisses. 

His bland desires and kalhw'd hUses,'\ Original i 

Xlo^m ntfVfXXfli tuf/na* 

Horace has *^ Desidertque temperaie poculum," not figti* 
ratiTcly, however, like Anacreon, but importing the loTe« 
philtr^ of the witches. By <' cups of kisses" our poet may 
allude to a favourite gallantry among the ancients, of drinkiog 
when the lips of their mistresses bad touched the brim : 

*< Or leave a kiss within the cup. 
And I 'U not ask for wine \* 

tft In Ben Jonson's translation from Philostratus ; and lucian 
has a conceit upon the same idea, '< *Iy« xam mims msMs mm 
f »x«f,^" " that you may at once both diink and kin." 

And 
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And not for worlds would I forego 
This moment of poetic glow, 
When my full soul, in Fancy^s streamr^ 
Pours o'er the lyre its swelling theme. 
Away, away ! to worldlings hence, 
Who feel not this diviner sense. 
And with thy gay, fallacious blaze. 
Dazzle their unrefined gaze. 



M» 



ODES OP ANACREON. 79 



ODE UX. 

Sabled by the solar beanii 
Now the fiery clusters teem, 
In osier baskets, borne along 
By all the festal vintage throng 
Of rosy youths and virgins fair. 
Ripe as the melting fruits they bear, 
^ow, now they press the pregnant grapes. 
And BOW the captive stream escapes, 

The title £«»4it)yiof ^/«,m, which Barnes has given to this 
■ode, is by no means appropriate. We have already had one 
of those hymns (ode 56), but this is a description of the vin* 
tage ; and the title ttt orvoy, which it bears in the Vatican MS. 
-ts more correct than any that have been suggested. 

Degen, in the true spirit of literary scepticism, doubts that 
this ode is genuine, without assigning any reason for such a 
suspicion. '* Non amo te, Sabidi, nee possum diceie-quate ;" 
but this is £u from satisfactory criticism* 



r^^ I" !■'■■' »> ^  I I ' ' gggsraagBsgaggggagBaggggSBgit 
In fervid tide of nectar gushing. 
And for its bondage proudly blushing! 
While round the vat's impurpled brira. 
The choral song, the vintage hymn 
Of rosy youths and virgins fair, 
Steals on the cloy'd and panting air. 
Mark, how they drink, with all their eyea^ 
The orient tide that sparkling flies ; 
The infant balm of all their fears, 
The infant Bacchus, bont in tears ! 
Wlien he, whose verging years decline 
As deep into the vale as mine, 
When he inhales the vintage-spring. 
His heart is fire, his foot 's a wing; 
And as he flies, hisshoary hair 
Plays truant with the wanton air ! 
While the warm youth, whose wishing soul 
Has kindled, o'er the inspiring bowl, 

Impassioned 



Lnpassioo'd aoeks Ihe dudowy ff9%e, 
Where, id the tcysipluig guise of Io¥9# . . 
Recliniog ale^ «0p»e» vJ^bcbkig nmid^ 
Whose ^uoi^ ckeunm, .bA half 4iqiajVl^ 
Blush through die bower, that, closfslj tvioM, 
Excludes the kiases .of Ae wiod ! 
The virgin nvakea, the-^wing bej! ' 
Allures her to. die 4^xntMrace;iQf . joy ; 
Swears that the herbage heaven had spread, 
Was sacred m the nuptial ,bed ; 

Swears that Ae herbage heaven haJ spread, 

Was saered as the ntiptial hed\ &€,] The original here htt 
•been Tariously interpreted. Some, in their zeal for our author's 
purity, have supposed, that the youth only persuades her to a 
preniature marriage. Others understand from the words 
-wpoiorn 'jafMie ^vn9^, that he seduces her to a violation of 
the nuptial vow. The turn which I have given it is somewhtt 
like the sentiment of HeloTsa, ** simorem conjugio, libertatem 
vinculo praeferre." (See her original Letters.) The Italiaa 
trahslations have almost all wantoned upon this description ; 
i)ttt that of Matchetti is indeed << mmitam lubricus aspici." 

That 
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That laws should never bind desire. 
And love was nature's holiest fire ! 
The virgin weeps, the virgin sighs ; 
He kissM her lips, he kiss'd her eyes ; 
The sigh was balm, the tear was dew, 
They only rais'd his flame anew. 
And oh \ he stole the sweetest flower 
That ever bloom'd in any bower ! 

Such is the madness wine imparts, 
Whene'er it steals on youthful hearts. 
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ODE LX. 

Awake to life, my dulcet shell, 
To Phoebus all thy sighs shall swell ; 
And though no glorious prize be thine, 
No Pythian wreath around thee twine^ 
Yet every hour is glory's hour 
To him who gathers wisdom's flower ! 

This hymn to Apollo is supposed not to have been wriHen 
by Anacreon, and it certainly is rather a sublimer flight than 
the Teian wing is, accustomed to soar. But we ought not to 
judge from this diversity of style, in a poet of whom time has 
preserved such partial relics. If we knew Horace but as a 
satirist, should we easily believe there could dwell such anima- 
tion in his lyre ? Suidas says that our poet wrote hymns, and 
this perhaps is one of them. We can perceive 'in what an 
altered and imperfect state his works are at present, when we 
find a scholiast upon Horace citing an ode from the third book 
of Anacreon. 

VOL. 11. a Then 
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Then wake thee from thy magic slumberd^ 
Breathe to the soft and Phrygian numbers^ 
Which, as my tremblii^ lips repeat, 
Thy chords shall echo back as sweet* 
The cygnet thus, with fading notes, - 
As down Cayster's tide he floats. 
Plays with his snowy plumage fair 
Upon the wanton murmuring air, 
Which amorously ling^s round. 
And sighs responsive sound for sound ! 
Muse of the Lyre ! illume my dream, 
,Thy Hioebus is my fancy's theme ; 
And hallow'd is the harp I bear, 
And hallow'd is the wreath I wear, 
Hallow d by hun, the god of lays, 
Who modulates the choral maze ! 
I sing the love which Daphne twin'd 
Around the godhead's yielding mind ; 

I sing 
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I sing tbe blitthidg Daphiie'sflight . 
From this.ee^Wr^ jroath.of rl^ht ; 
And how tbe tendef yrtiraid maid 
Flew panting to ihe kiftdly - shade. 
Resigned a form/ toot lten>ptii% fair, 
And grew a te^dstnf latlrel th^re; 
Whose leaYesy with sjimfiatbelic thrill. 
In terror seem^ to tfemble stilll 



jtMd how thi tinJiff' timid maid 

FUvf ^oMtiMg ta tht hmify shade, Qfrlj Original: 

I find the word tavrpof |iere has a double force, as it also 
signifies that ** omnium parentem, quam sanctus Numa, &c. 
lee." (See Martial.) Iii order to conlrrm this im))Ort 'of the 
word here', those who are curious ,in new leadings^ may place 
the stop after pwutt, thus : ' 

To /fUr tunn^ivtfi tctfrfof 

a 2 The 
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The God pursued, with 'wing'd dewrc; 
And when.bis hopes were all on fire, 
And when he thought to hear the sigh 
With whichenamour'd virgins-die, 
He only h^ard the pensive sdr 
Whispering amid her leafy hair ! 
But, oh my souM no more — ^no morel 
Enthusiast, whither do I soar? 
This sweetly-mad'ning dream of soul 
Has hurried me beyond the goal. 
Why should I sing the mighty darts 
Which fly to wound celestial hearts, 
When sure the lay, with sweeter tone, 
Can tell the darts that wound my own:? 
Still be Anacreon, still inspire 
The descant of the Teian lyre : 
Still let the nectar'd numbers float, 
Distilling love in every notp! 



And 
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And when the youth^ whose bunuDg soul 

Has felt the Paphian star's control, 

When 

StiU he Amaereom, stilt impirt 

The dttedrit of the Tetan lyre ;] The original is Toy AvaKptotrm 
fufMh 1 have translated it under the supposition that the hymn 
is by Anacreon ; though I fear, from this very lind, that his 
claim to it can scarcely be supported. 

Toy AyAx^iovrtf fAi/ui>it, ** Imitate Anacreon." Such is tht 
lesson given us by the lyrist ; and if, in poetry, a simple ele- 
gance of sentiment, enriched by the most playful felicities of 
iancy, be a charm which invites or deserves imitation, wher* 
shall we find such a guide as Anacreon ? In morality too, 
with some little reserve, I think we might not blush to follow 
in his fbot^eps. For if his song be the language of his hearty 
though luxurious and relaxed, he was artless and benevolent ; 
and who would not forgive a few irregularities, when atoned 
for by virtues so rare and so endearing ? When we think of the ' 
sentiment in those lines : 

Away ! I hate the slanderous dart. 
Which steals to wound th* unwary heart, 

how many are there in the world, to whom we would wish to 
•ay. Toy Ayax^aoyra fw/A« I 

Here ends the last of the odes in the Vatican MS. whos« 
authodty confirms the genuine antiquity of them all, though a 

o y few 






When he tbe bquid W^ ^bftlUiear, 
His heart will flutter to his ear. 
And drinking diere of song divinei 
Banquet on intellectual wine ! 

few have stolen among the number, which we may hesitate 
in attributing to Anacreon. In the little essay prefixed to this 
translation, I observed that Barnes has quoted this manusciipt 
incorrectly, relying upon an imperfect copy of it, which Isaac 
Vossius had taken; I shall just mention two or three instances 
of this inaccuracy, the first which occur to me. In the ode of 
the Dove, on the words Tlrtpoivt vvyxaXv^m, he says, ** Va^ 
tican MS. mffxia^tn, etiam iPrisciano invito," though the MS, 
reads awMaXv^u, with cvoaaffu interlined. Begen too, on the 
same line, is somewhat in error. In the twenty-second ode of 
this series, line thirteenth, the MS. has riviti with «i inter-, 
lined, and Barnes imputes to it the reading of riy^fi. . In the 
fifty-seventh, line twelfth, he professes to have preserved tho 
reading of the MS. AXaXvtfMm i* iV morn, while the latter has 
tf^aXn/Murot i* w* tutra. Almost all the other annotaton have 
itansplanted these errors from Barnes. 
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GoLDEK huesof yoUtfaareifled ; 
Hoary locks defonn my beiui. 
Bloomy graces, dalliance gay. 
All the flowers of iife decay. 



WitheriDg 



The intrusion of this n^elancholy ode, among the careless 
levities of our poet* has always reminded me of theskeletons^ 
which the Egyptians used to hang up in their banquet-rooms, 
to inculcate a thought of mortality even amidst the dissipations 
of mirth. If it were not for the beauty of its numbers, the , 
Teian Muse should disovm this ode. Quid hal^t illius, illius 
quae spirabat aroores ? 

To Stobaeus wie are indebted for it. 

Bloomy graces, dalltance'^ay. 

All thijloiwefs of life decay,] Horace often, with feeling and 
elegance, deplores the fugacity of human enjoyments. See 
^ook ii> ode xi. ; and thus in the second epistle, bookii. 

singula de nobis anni priaedantureuntes. 
Eripoeie jooosy venerem, conrivia, luduni* 

04 Th« 
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Withering age begins to trace 
Sad memorials o'er my face ; ' 
Time has shed its sweetest bloom> 
All the future must be gloom ! 
This awakes my hourly sighing ; 
Dreary is the thought of dying ! 
Pluto's is a dark abode. 
Sad the journey, sad the road : 



The wing of every passing day 
"Withers some blooming joy away ; 
And jrzfta from our enamour*d arms 
Tbf banquet's mirth, the virgin's charms* 

^ Dreary is thf thought of dying ! fife] Regnier, a libertine 
Frenck poet, has written some sonnets on the approach of 
death, full of gloomy and trembling repentance. Chaulieu, 
however, supports more consistently the spirit of the Epicurean 
philosopher. See his poem, addressed to the Marquis La Faire^ 

Plus j'j^pprcche du terme et moins je le redoute, &c. 

I shall leave it to the moralist to make his reflections here : 
It is impossible to be very anacreontic on such a subject. 

And^ 
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Andf the gloomy travel o'er. 
Ah ! we can return no more ! 

JfiJf the gloomy travil f^tr^ 

Ah ! v>e can returtt no mort f\ Scaligcr, upon Catallus's well* 
known lines, "'Qui nunc it per iter, &c/' remarks, thai 
Acheron, with the same idea^ is called «fi|«lM hj Thcocfituf, 
and Iwww^fiMt by Nicandtr. 
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ODE Lxn. 

^ : . '• ..') • - • / ..V „ ^•.v  ;. . . 

FjIiIa me^ boy, as deep a draught, . 
As e'er*was filPd, as e'er was quafF'd ; 
But let the water amply flow. 
To cool the grape's intemperate glow ; 



Let 



This ode consists of two fragments, which are to be found 

inAthenseus, book x. and which Bandesy from the similarity 

of their tendenc^) has combined into one. i think this a reiy 

.justifiable liberty, and have adopted it in some other fragment* 

of our poet. 

Degen refers us here to verses of Uz, lib. iv. der Trinker. 

But let the mater amply flow^ 

Td and the grape's intemperatt glow ; CS^c] It was Amphictyon 
who first taught the Creeks to mix water with their wine ; in 
commemoration of which circumstance they erected altars to 
Bacchus and the nymphs. On this mythological allegory the 
Ibllowing epigram is founded : 

Ardenfeem 
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Letnotthefior]f,god:besiiig]|Sy; .: . 
But widi the nymphs in onim nniigle/) tr^C! 
For though the bowl 's,tl|e grave of ^adness^ 
Oik ! be it ne'er the birdu of madness ! 
No, banish from our board to-night 
Tlie revehries of rude delight! 
To Scythians leave these wild excesses. 
Ours be the joy that sooths and blesses ! 

Ard«ntem ex utero Semeles lavfiie Lyseum 
Kaiades, czdncto folminis igne sacri ; ^ 

Cum nymphis igitnr tnctabilis, at sine nymphit 
Gandenti rofsus foimine corripitor. 

Piei ins Valerisiiiiis. 

Which isy Don Tcrbum verbo. 

While heavenly fire oonsum'd his Thcban dame^ 
A Naiad caught young Bacchus from theflame. 

And dipp'd him burning in her purest lymph i 
Still, still he loves the sea-maid*s crystal urn. 
And when his native fires infuriate bum> 

He bathes him in the fountain of the nymph. 



And 
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And while the temperate bowl we wreftthe. 
Our choral hymns shall sweetly breathe. 
Beguiling every hour along 
With harmony of soid and song 1 
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OBE LXIII. 

1 o Love, -the soft and blooming childl, 
I touch tlie harp in descant wild ; 
To Love, the babe of Cyprian bowers, 
The boj, who breathes and blushes flowers ! 
To Love, for heaven and earth adore him, 
And gods add mortals bow before him ! 

"This fragment is preserved in Clemens Alexandrinus, Strom* 
lib. vi. and in Arsenias, Collect. Graec." Barnes. 

Jt sippears (o have been the opening of -a l^ymn in praise. of 
Love. 
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ODE LXIV. 

xlASTfi theCi nymph, ^hose winged spear 
Wounds the fleeting niounfam«deer ! 
Dian, Jove's imnR^rtd diild, 
Huntress of the mvage wild ! 

r 

This hymn to Diina is extant in Hephlestion. There is an 
■neodote of our poet, which has led some to doubt whether he 
ever wrote any ode? of this kind. It is related by the Scholiast 
upon Pindar (Isthmionic. od. ii. v. i. as cited by Barnes). Ana- 
creon being asked, why he addressed all his hymns to women* 
and none to the- deities ? answered, ** Because women are my 
deities," 

I have assumed the same liberty in reporting this anecdote, 
which I have done in translating some of the odes ; and it were 
to be wished that these little infidelities were always considered 
pardonable in the interpretation of the ancients ; thus, when 
nature is forgotten in the originali in the translation *' tamen 



usqu^ recurret.** 



Goddess 
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Goddess with the sun-bright hair! 
listen to a people's prayer* 
Turn, to Lethe's river turn. 
There thy vanquish'd people mourn ! 
Come to Lethe's wavy Aore, 
There thy people's peace restore. 
Thine their hearts, ttheir altars thine ; 
Dian! must theyr*mu9f tfiey pifiQ ? - 

Tum^ to Ltthii rher tum^ 

Tkere tfy vanquish'd people mourtrf] Lethe^ a river of 'lottia, 
according to Strabo, fitUing into the Meander : near to it was 
situated the town Magnesia, in Jetvour of whose inhabitants our 
poet is supposed to have addressed this supplication to Diana* 
It Was written (as Madame Dacier coiyectures) on the occa- 
sion of some battle, in which the Magncsians had been' de- 
feated* 
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ODE LXV. 

Like some wanton filly sporting, 
Maid of Thrace ! thy fly'st iny CQurting. 
Wanton filly ! tell me why 
Thou trip'st away, with scornful eye, 
And seem'^t to think my dq]ting heart 
Is novice in the bridling art? 

This ode, which is addressed to some Thracian girl, exists 
in Heraclide*}, and has been imitated very frcquendy by Ho- 
race, as all the annotators have remarked. Madame Dacier 
rejects the "dllegory, which runs so obviously throughoat it, 
and supposes^ it to have been addressed to a young mafe be- 
longing to Poly crates : there is more modesty than ingenuity in 
the lady's conjecture. 

Pierius, in the fourth book of his Hieroglyphics, cites thii 
ode, and informs us, that a horse was the hieroglyphlcal em* 
blMS of pride. 

BelieTt 
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Believe me, girl, it is not so ; 
Hiou'lt find this skilful hand can throw 
The reins upon that tender form^ 
However wild, however warm ! 
Thou 'It own that I can tame thy force. 
And turn and wind thee in the course. 
Though wasting now thy careless hours^. 
Tliou £port amid the herbs and flowers, 
Thou soon shalt feel the rein's control, 
And tremble at the wkh'd-for goal ! 



ToL. li* H 
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Turn tq Myrillai turn thine eye, 
Breathe;^to Myrilla, l)reathe thy sigh 1 
To those bewitching beauties .turn ; 
For Jthee they mantle, flushj, and burn J 
Not more the rose, the queen. of flowers^ 
Outblushes alji the glow of bowers, 
Then.she ui|ri,<vaird bloom discloses, 
The sweetjBst rose, where all are roses! 
Oh J may the sun, ben^ant, shed 
His blaadest inAuience o'er thy bed ; 
And foster there an infant tree^ 
To blush like her, and bloom like thee I • 

And fester there an infant tree^ 

To blush I'tkt her, and bloom like thee f] OrlginallCtfya^irrof St 
m^vHot etv wti Kmroi. Passeratius^ upon the words ''cum 
castum amisit florem^" in the nuptial song of Catullus, nftcp 
explaining <'< flos" in somewhat a similar sense to t^at wliich 
Gaulminus aurib%(es to ^oSw, say?, ■** Hortum quoqiie vocanc 
in quo ilos ille carpitur, et Graecis ndvov it' ^^ •^Caiw 
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May I remark, that the author of tb^ Greek version of this 
charming ode of Catulius, has neglected a most striking and 
Anacreontic beauty in those veises ** Ut flos in septisy &c." 
which is the repetition of the line, " MultiJUum pueri, mults 
optav^re puellse," with the slight alteration of nulli and nullae. 
Catullus bimselfy however, has been equally injudicious in ^is 
Tersion of the famous ode of Sappho ; be has translated jtXaMau 
tfMf099^ but takes no notice of Hv puMau, Horace has caught 
tbe spirit of it more faithfully : 

Dulce ridentem Lalagen aroabo 
Dolce loqacntem. 



H 3 
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ODE Lxvn. 

(jTENTLE youth ! whose looks assume 
Such a soft and gitlish bloom, 
Why, repulsive, why refuse 
The frieudship which my heart pursues i 
Thou little know'st the fond control 
With which thy virtue reins my soul ! 
Then smile not on my locks of grey ^ 
Believe me, oft with converse gay, 

I have formed this poem of three or four dififerent fragments/ 
which is a liberty that perhaps may be jnstified by the example 
of Barnes, who has thus compiled the fifty-seventh of his edi- 
tion, and the- litde ode beginning ^f ^Jtf, ftp* oivm, « ««y, 
which he has subjoined to the epigrams. 

The fragments combined in this ode, are the sixty-seventb^ 
ninety-sixth, ninety-seventh, and hundredth of Barnes's edition, 
to which I refer the reader for the names of the aathois by 
whom they are preserved. 



I 've cfaain'd the ears ef tender age. 
And boys have lov'd the prattling sage ! 
For mine is many a southing pldasure^ 
And mine is many a soothing measure ; 
And much I hale the beamless mind^ 
Whose earthly tision^ unreiin^d, 
Nature hlu tiev^r fonh'd to see 
The bediities of simplicity ! 
Simplicity^ the flower of heaven, 
To souls elect, by nature given ! 

And h&ys have lov'd the prttttRfig sagt !] Monsieur Chaulira 
has giv^n a very amiable idea of an old man's intercourse with 
youth : 

Qxit ch^h£ par les jeuneis gens» 
Pour leujTs crreUrs plein d'andolf^ence, ' 
Je tolere leur impcod^nce 
En favcur d« jbuis agreiOKii* 
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ODE LXVHL 

Rich in bliss, I proudly scorn 
The stream of Amaltfaea's bord I 
Nor should I ask to call the tfaront 
Of the Tartessian prince my own^ 
To totter through his train of years. 
The victim of declining fears. 
One little hour of joy to me 
Is worth a dull eternity ! '' 

iThis fragment is preserved in the thifd book of Strabo. 

Of the Tartessian prince my own ;] He here alludes to Afgao* 
thonius, who lived, according to Luciany an hundred and fifty 
years ; and leiguedj according to Herodotus^ eightjr. See Sviict. 
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ODE LXIX. 

!Now NeptuQe's srullen month appears^ 
The angry night-cloud swells with tears ; 
And savage storms, infuriate driven, 
Hj howling in the foce of heaven! 
Now, now, my friends^ the gathering gloon 
With roseate rays of wine illume: 
And while our wreaths of parsley spread 
Their fauieless foliage round our head, 
We/n hymn th' almighty power of wine. 
And shed libations on his shrine! 



This is composed of two frag^ments ; the seventieth' aa4 
cigb^-first In Bamet. They are both found in Eiutathius* 
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ODE LXX. 

Xhet woTe tbe lotus baud to deck. 
And fan with pensile ilvTeath their fteck f 
And tevery guest, to shade his head, 
Three little breathing chaplets spread; 

Three fragments form this little ode, all of which are pre^ 
•ervetf in Atbetsttus. They are the eighty-second, sevenQr* 
fijfUb, and eighty-third, inBanica* 

jtmd ev€iy gutst, to shade his head. 

Three little hrtathing ehaplits spread ;] Longepicrrc, to give 
an idea of the luxurious estimation in which gariinds were held 
by the ancients, relates an anecdote of a courtezan, who, in 
ordei[ to gratify three lovers, without leaving cause for jealousy 
with any of them, gave A kiss to one, let the oChar drMik after 
ber, and put a garland on the brow of the third ; so that each 
was satisfied with his favour, and flattered himself with the pre- 
fcrence. 

This drcnimstance is extremely like the subject of one of tbe 
tensons of Savari de Mauldon, a troubadour. See L'Histoire 
ZJtteraire des Troubadours. The redtal b a curious picture of 
the puerile gallantries of chivalry, 

Autl 
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And one was of Egyptian leaf^ 
The rest were roses, fair and brief! 
While from a golden vase profound^ 
To all on flowery beds around, 
A goblet-i^pb, of h^'venly Aiap^ 
Pottr'd the rich weefiiiigs of the grape t 
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ODE Lxxr. 

* t 

t 

A BROKEN cake, with honey sweety 
Is all my spare and simple treat: 
And while a generous bowl I ciown» 
To float my little banquet down, 
I take the soft, the amorous lyre,. 
And sing of love's delicious fire ! 
In mirthful measures, warm and free, 
I smg, dear maid, and sing for thee ! 

lliis poem is compiled by Barnes, from Athenaeus, |iephx9w 
tioD, and Ajsenios. Sec Barnes, 8otb. 



-•^i«^rf«M*« 
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ODE LXXIL 

iViTH twenty chords my lyre is hung,  
And while I wake them all for thee» 

Thou, O vii^in, wild and young, 
•Disport'st in airy levity. 

f 

The nursling fawn, that in some shade 
Its antler'd mother leaves behind. 

Is not more wantonly afraid, 
More timid of the rustling wind! 

This I have formed finom the eighty-foarth and eighty-fiftli 
•of Barnes's edition. The two fragments are found in Ath6» 
.fiseus. 

77if nuriUng fawtif thai In womi skadt 

In antUf'd mother Uavtt hehimly &€»} In the original : 

'Of ly ^xn xtfottrcnt 

^« Homed" 
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•j 

<' Homed*' here, undoubtedly, seems a strange epithet; 
Madam Dacier however observes, that Sophocles, Cailixna- 
chas, &c. have all appHcd It in the very same manner, and 
she seems to agree in the conjecmie of the Scholiast upon 
Pindar, that perhaps horns are not always peculiar to the 
males. I think we mjiy with foore ease conclude i( ta be a 
•license of the poet, '< jussit habere pueUaoi comua." 
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ODE Lxxin. 

l^ARE thee well, perfidiouB msudt 

Mj souly too long on earth delay'd, 

« 

Delay'd, periidious girli by thee, 
lis now on wing for liberty. 
I fly to seek a kindlier sphere, 
Since thou hast ceasM to love me here ! 

This fragment is preserved by the Scholiast upon Aristo* 
jpbanes, and is the eighty-seventh in Barnes. 
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ODE LXXIV. 

1 bloom'd awhile^ an happy €ower^ 
Till love ^pproaqh'd one fatal hour, 
And made niy tender branches feel 
The wounds of his avenging steeL 
Then^ then I feel, like some poor willow 
That tosses on the wintry billow J 

This is to be found in Hephsestioiiy and is the eighty-ninth 
of Barnes's edition. 

I must here apologize for omitting a very considerable frag- 
ment imputed tot^ur poet, S«vdii i* Evpwxti fM}M, Sec. which 
is preserved in the twelfth book of Athenseus, and is the ninety- 
fiisC in Barnes. If it was really Anacreon who wrote it> nil 
fuit unquam sic impar sibi. It is in a style of gross satire, and 
is full of expressions which oerer ooald be gracefully translated. 
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ODE LXXV. 

Monarch Love! resistless boy, ' 
With whom the rosy Queen of Joy, 
And nymphs, that glance ethereal blue, 
Disporting tread the mOuntain-dew ; 
Propitious, oh ! receive my sighs, 
Which, burning with entreaty, rise, 
lliat thou wilt whisper to the breast 
Of her I love thy soft bdiest; 
And counsel her to learn from thee 
The lesson thou hast taught to me. 
Ah ! if my heart no flattery tell, 
, Thou 'It own I Ve leam'd that lesson welW 

This fragment h pteserved by Dion Cbiysostom. OtaU ii* ds 
Regno. See Barnes, ^3. 

YOL. II. t 
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ODE LXXVI. 

Spirit of Love, whose tresses shine 
Along the breeze, in golden twine ; 
Come, within a fragrant cloud,' 
Blushing with light, thy votary slhroud-; 



And, 



This fragnfient, 'which is vextant in Athenaeus (Barnes, lot), 
Is supposed, <Mithe authority of Chamseleon, to have been ad- 
dressed to Sappho. We have also a stanza attributed to heiv 
which some romancers have supposed to be her. answer to 
Anacreon. ** Mais par malhear (as 'Bayle says), Sappho vint 
au monde environ cent ou six vingt ans avant Anacreon." 
Kottvelles de lailep. des I^etit* torn. ii. de Novembre 1684. The 
following is her fragment, the conipliment of 'which is vctf 
£nely imagined ; she supposes that the Muse has dictated th« 
irerses of Anacreon : 

SCeiyoy, « ^^voQpovt M«t* iviwif 

Td7(» x,vftts I* ociSf rtfwm 

Oh 
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Audy on those wings that sparkling play. 
Waft, oh! waft me hepce away! 
Love ! my soul is full of thee. 
Alive to all thy luxury. 
But she, the nymph for whom I glow. 
The pretty Lesbian, mocks my woe; 
Smiles at the hoar and silver'd hues 
Which Time upon my forehead strews* 
Alas ! I fear she keeps her charms, 
In store for younger, happier sums ! 



Oh Muse ! wha ritt'st on golden throne. 
Full many a hymn of dulcet tone 

The Teian sage i#taught by thee ; 
Bat» Goddessy from thy throne of goId» 
The sweetest hymn thoa *8t ever told» 

He Ulcly leara'd and sang for me» 



t 2 
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ODE LXXVIL 

HiTHEB, gentle Muse of mbe^ 
Come and teach thy votary old, 

Many a golden hynau divine, . 
For the nymph with vest of gold« 

I*retty nymph, of tender age, 

Fair thy silky locks unfold ; 
Listen to a hoary sage. 

Sweetest maid with vest of gold! 

This isiormed of the 124th and 11.9th fra^ents 4n Barnes, 
lx)th of which arc to be found in Scaliger's Poetics. 

De Pauw thinks that those detached lines and couplets, 
4vhich Scaliger has adduced as examples in his Poetics, are bjr 
MO means authentic, but of his own fabrication. 
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ODE LXXVIIf. 

 

f W^ouLD that I were a tmieful lyre. 
Of bumish'd ivoiy fair ; 
Which, in the DioDysiao choir. 
Some blooming boy should bear !' 

Would tha^ I were a golden vase, 
And then* some nymph should hold 

My spotless frame^ with blushing grace. 
Herself as pure as gold! 

This is generally inserted among the remains of Alcsetis. 
Some, however, have attributed it to Anacreon. See our poet's- 
ftwen^-second ode, and the notes. 
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ODE LXXIX. 

vVhen Capid sees my beard otemnr. 

Which blanching Time has taught to flow^ 

Upon his wing of golden light 

He passes with an eaglet^s flighty 

And iflitting on he seems to say, 

'* Fare thee well, thou 'st had thy day P 

See Barnes^ 173d. This fragment, to 'wkich I have taken 
the liberty of adding a turn, not to be found in the original. It 
cited by Lacian, in hi» little essay on the Gallic Hercixks. 
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(JupiD, wbose lamp has lient the ray,* 
Which lightens our meanderiDg Avay ;» 
Cupid, ^thin my bosom stealing. 
Excites a strange and mingled feeling, 
Which pleaseS) though severely teasing. 
And teases, though di^ely pleasing ! 

Barnes, 125th. This, if I remember right, is in Scaliget'r 
Poetics* Gail has omitted it io his collection of fragments^ 
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LETT me resign a wretched breathy 

Since now remains to me 
No other balm than kindly death 

To soothe my misery ! 

This fragment is extant in .Anenius and Hephsestion. 5ee 
Barnes (^^tb}, who has arranged the metre of it veiyxkgantljr. 
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I KNOW thoa lov'st a brimming measure. 

And art a kindly, cordial host ; 
But let me fill and drink at pleasure, 

Thus I enjoy the goblet most. 

Barnesy 72d. This fragment, which is quoted by AtheofllBSr 
kaa excellent lesion for the votaries of Jupiter Hotpitsiisv 
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I F£AR that lave dkturbs my rest^ 
Yet feel not love's impassion'd cs^e ,: 

I think there's madness in mj breast. 
Yet cannot find that madness there t 

>7hl8 fragment i^in Heplicestion. See Barnes^ 95thv 
CSatiillus ezpircsaet something of this contraries of fiseUn^ 

Odi et amo ; qnare id faciam fortaste requiris ; 
Nascio : sed fieri sentio, et excracior. Carm. s^, 

t love thee and hate thee, but if I can tell 
The cause of mj love and my hate, may I die I 

I can feel it, alas ! I can feel it too well. 
That I love thee and hate thee^. but cannot tell why^ 
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FROM dread Leucadia's frowning steep,. 
I II plunge into the Mrhitening deep : 
And there 1 11 float to waves resigned,. 
For Love intoxicates my naind I 



This also is in Hephsstion, and perhaps is a fragment pf 
some poem, in which Anacreon had commemorated the fate of 
Sappho^ Itifl thexajdof Bamea* 
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MIX me, child, a cap divine, 
Crystal water, ruby wine : 
Weave the frontlet, richly flushing,. 
O'er my wintiy temples blushing. 
Mix the brimmei^— Love and I 
Shall no more the gauntlet try.. 
Here — ^upon this holy bowl, 
I surrender all my soul I 

Thi» fragment is collected by Barnes from Demetiias Pba]«i- 
reuf> and Eustathius, and is subjoined in his edition to the 
epigrams attributed to our p^t. And here is the last of those 
Ktde scattered flowers, which I thought I pight venture with 
any grace to transplant. I wish it could be said of the garlanii 
which they form^ To $' ttf^ Awxf iMrof. 
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A MONO the Epigrams of the Anthologia, there are 
-some panegyrics on Anacreon, which I had translated, 
-and originally intended as a kind of Coronis to the 
work ; but I found, upon consideration, that they 
wanted variety 5 a frequent recurrence of the same 
thought, within the limits of an epitaph, to which 
they are confined, would render a collection of them 
rather uninterestiiig. I shall take the liberty, how- 
ever, of subjoining a few, that I may not appear to 
have totally neglected those elegant tributes to the 
reputation oif Anacreon. The four epigrams which 
I give are imputed to Antipater Sidonius. They are 
rendered, perhaps, with too much freedom ; but de- 
signing a translation of all that are on the subject, I 
imagined it w^s necessary to enliven their uniformity 
•by sometimes indulging in the liberties of paraphriase. 
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ft?p» Tc XujjiMWf wop^ypEftfy nrrroXft* 
Wnyou i^ et^wirro^ ayadXifoirro yaXaxTo^i 

^pot, XI TOi enro&n te xa^ oreo^ TEp4/4y etpnTeu^ 
It ^ TK <^di^/AEyoi; ;^pijx7fTETcu Et;^pooi;yc&9 

-« TO 0Aoy TEplfl^ ^^Xe> /^fi&p^croy, « oa;y 0(o(}« 
•Wdtyrce iiavXiocrecg xcu <n/y Ep»ri j^coy* 

Around tlie tomb, di bard divine ! 

Where soft thy hallow'd brow reposes, 
Long may the deathless ivy twine. 

And summer pour her waste of roses! 

! And many a fount shall thero distil. 
And many a rill refresh the flowers ; 
But wine $hall gush in every rill, 
And every fount be milky showers* 



Thus, 
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Thus, sliade of him, -whom Nature taught 
To tune liis lyre and soul to. pleasure, 

tVho gave to love Ms' \varmest thought, 
Who gave to love his fondest sfieasure t 

ft 

Thus, after death, if spirits feel, 

Thou may^st, from odours round fhee^tre^BH 

A pulse of past enjo}inent steal. 
And live again in blissful dreaming t 



Antipafer Sidonras, the anthor t>f this epigram, lived, 'ae» 
eoiQing to Voisius, de Poetis Graecis, in the second year of the 
969th Olympiad. He appears, from what Cicero and Quis- 
tilian have said of him, to have been a kind of improwisatore* 
See Institut. Crat. Hb. -x. cap. 7. There is nothing more 
Imown respecting this poet, except some particulars about his 
illness and death, which are mentioned as curious by Pliny and 
-others ; and there remain of his works but a few epigrams in 
the Anthologia, among which are these I have selected, upon 
•^^aaoreon. Those zemains ha>re been sometimes imputed te 
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«nother poet* of the same name, of whom Vossius gi^cs us the 
fbllowing account: ** Antipater ThessaloniceDsis vixit tern* 
pore August! Csesaris, at qui saltantem viderit Pyladem, sicut 
constat ex quodam ejus epigiammate AvOoXo^icfy lib. iv^ tit. 
«f ofX'Vft^tu, At eum ac Bathyllum primes fuisse pantomimos 
ftc sub Augusto claruisse, satis notumex Dione, tec. &c." 

The reader, who thinks it worth observing, may find a 
strange oversight in Hoffman's quotation of this article from 
Vossius, Lexlc. Univers. By the omission of a sentence he has 
made Vossius assert that the poet Anttpatsr was one of the first 
pantomime dancers in Rome. 

Barnes, upon the epigram before us, mentions a version of 
it by Brodseus, which is not to be found in that commentator ; 
hut he more than once confounds Brodaeus, with another anno- 
tator on the Anthologia, Vincentius Obsopceus, who has given 
a translation of the epigram. 

- * Pleraque Uunen Thessalonicensi tribuenda videntur. 

Brunck, Lectiones et Emendat* 
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TTlilBOS AfttxfcioyW o Tiuto; oOoJli xvxrac 

Akp}y Xupioo^ ^iXi^c]«i a/yu^ BadvXX# 
*I/AEp«* xa» xiovil XiUx6( oSw)l XiOo(» 

XI ERE deeps Anacreon, ia this iviod shade; 
Here mute in death the Teian swan is laid. 
Cold^ cold the heart, which liv'd but to respire 
AH the voluptuous frenzjr of desire ! 

And 



*■' ' ■■»!# 7Wa« MAM ii laid,] Thus Horace of Pindar t 

Malta Dircmm Imt aura ojreiHitn* 

A fwan was the hieroglyphicat emblem of a poet. Anaereoft 
has been called the sinran •£ Teot by another of his eulogists. 
VOL. II* k fit 
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And yety <4i B^ I tbou art not mute ki deaths 
Stilly still we catch tby lyre's delicious breatfa \ 
And still thy songs of soft Batbylla falooaa. 
Green as the ivy round the mouldmng tomb ! 

Nor 

£* TM« fuDujQfsu ^IfMfmn tm^lfo^ 
/ Atfdu^ Ay«iat^iov7s, Tumv xiixvm» 

£«7»«f, A»9oX9f . 

God of the grape ! thou hast betiay*d 

In wine'sbewildeiing dream. 
The fairest swao that ever play*d 
Aleng the Muses* stream ! 
The Tcian, nui^M with all (hose honied bojys 
The young Destres, light Loves, and rose-lip'd Joys! 

Still, sttU we catch thy lyr^t deHciotts "breath ;] Thus Sfmo* 
Slides^ speaking of our poet : 

MoXvnx Z* 9 Xndfi fMXtlifvi^ oXX* f7i uuf 
B»fQ/lov «$i ^Mtn iVMvty civ «79if>. 

Nor yet are all his numbers mute. 
Though dark within the tomb he lies ; 

Bat living still, his amorous lute 
With sUepless animation sighs ! 

This 
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Nor yet haa death obscur'd thy fire of love. 
Stilly still it lights thee through th' Elyidan grove ; 
And dreams are thine, that bless th' elect alone. 
And Venus calls thee ev'n in death her own ! *• 

This is the famous -Si monides, whom Plato styled ^< divine ;" 
though Le f eYie, in his Poctes Grecs, suppoMt that the epi- 
grams under his name are all fiilseljr imputed. The mostcon- 
-siderable of his remains is a satirical poem upon womeni pie- 
served by Stobatus, ^i^vy^^fvtmtim, 

Vfe may judge fiom the lines I have just quoted, and the 
import of the epigram before us^ that the works of Anacreon 
'were perfect in the times of Simonides and Aotipater, Obso* 
poeus, the commentator here, appears to exult in their de- 
struction, and telling us they were burned by the bishops afid 
patriarchs^ he adds, << ncc sane id necquicquam fecemnC* 
«ttributing to this t>utrage an effect which it could never pro- 
ducev 
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^  ^- * -* « »^ " ■»  - -  -r- « . y » .» 

^Mi^w— ^i^»^mM>— — ^—  I I  I  i l l I . n 



Tit atiT^ Ik ^w oN/ioir. 
VEINE) T«^ 4vei^ XiTov Awucf uovTof aimCwf 
triiffw i/ftii wiplkiiy ^viiffw yB^*o$f of ^« vo MM» 

'Clf o (piXax^tt ow1pofo>' ap/AoyiiK> 
Toy yifin itiforvt x«fO» of m^/acvov* 

Oh Btranger! if Anacr^on's ^ell 
Has ever taught thy heart to swell 
With passion's throb or pleasure s sigh. 
In pity turn, as wanderii^ nigh. 



And 



The spirit of Anacreon utten these veises from the tomb, 
tomewhat <* mvntiis ab illo^" at least in aiiQplici^ of ex* 
^restioiL 

a 
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« 



^» 



And drop tby go<blet!s richest tear 
In exquisite libatiaD here ! 



Sa 



'ifAnmenwis fihelt 



Has ever taught thj heart to swell, fiff .] We may guess from 
the words ix ^iCamv i/amt, that Anacreon was not merely a writer 
€f billets-dottz, as some French critics have called him. 
Amongst these Mr. Le Tent, with all his professed admiration, 
has given our poer a cfiaracter by no means of an elevated Cast x- 

Aussi c'est pour cela que la poster it6 
L*a toujours justement d'age en age chant6 
Comme un franc goguenard, ami de goinfreric^ 
Ami de billets-doux et de badinerie. 

See the verses prefixed to his Poetes Grecs. This is junlike 
the language of Theocritus, to whom Anacreon is indebted fo^ 
the following simple eulogium : 

Avtfjyioy?of iiJtov* u3oy tf Txm* 

Ttfy wfon^ II n «r8/.i(raoy t^fmonesm 
WfOQ^ut ,2« ^m7< rats uoiatf k^tjo^ 

$fus tflguum oXoy rpftl^l^ 

« 3 Upon 
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So shaH my sleeping ashes thrill 
With visioDs of enjoyment stilL 
I cannot ev'n in death resign 
The festal joys that once were mine, 

* 

Upon the Statue of AnacreoD* 

Stsaager! who near this statue chance to roatOi^ 
Let it awhile your stodioot eyes engage ; 

And you may say^ returning ^o your home^ 
** I 've seen the image of the Teian sage. 
Best of the bards who deck the Muse's page." 

Then» if you add, << That striplings loVd him well/^ 

You tell them all he was, and aptly telK 

The simplicity of this inscription has always delighted me ; i 
have given it, I believe, as literally as a verse translation will 
allow. 

-jinJ dfp^ thj goblet's richest tear, C^c.] Thus Simonidcs, ia 
another of his epitaphs on our poet : 

Aaf«fltf§9 fMsXtatm fwvify tic ro/«fliffiW* 

Let vines, in clustering beauty wreath'd, ^ 

Drop alh their treasures on his head, 
Whose lips a*dew of sweetness breath'dy 



^Richer than vine hath ever shed \ 



When 
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When Harmony pursu'd my ways. 
And Bacchus wantonM to my lays. 
Oh ! if delight could charm na more. 
If a^l the goblet's bliss were o'er, 
When fate had once our doom decreed. 
Then dying would be death indeed ! 
Nor could I thinky unblest by wine, 
Divinity itself divine ! 

Jmi Baeehut vfantom'J /» mpr Ujt, Cfc.} Tlie orrgleal here jis 
corrupted ; the line ttt • 2^»f««ii» ^c. is unintelligible. 

Brunck*s emendation improves the sense^ but 1 doubt if it 
can be commended for elegance. He reads the line thus r 

See Brunck> Analccu Veter. ?oet. Gnec vol. U. 
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fiwM xoi Xfti^hf, TO IloOwf lo^, i av fiOaaitn 
m^w yu^ E^vhg c^; axoToi* ti h at funot 

At lengtb thy gotdeoi boais liaTe wiag'ti tbeir 
flight. 
And drovfvy death that ^lidi steepedi ; 
Thy harp, that whisper^ through each lingeritig 

night| 

Now mutely in oblivion sleepeth! 

She 

7fy karpf that vl^tper'd thrwigh each lingering night, QsTc] III 
another of these poeou, ** the nightly-speaking lyre" of the 
bard is not allowed to be silent even after hit death. 

h 
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She loo^ for wliom that faarp profitsely shed 

The purest nectar of its liuiiibem, 
She, the fomag spring of thy dtesires, has fle<^ 
And wiAt her Mest Aniicreon slumbers ! 

Farewell t 

To heavkft «miie and wtiie's delight, 

To jojTS he lov'd on earth so well» 
Still shall his spirit all the night 

Attune the wild^ aerial shell ! 

Sie, tifjMutg spriag^tfydisitfSf &«.] The original, ro XlfAm 
%Mf, is beautifuL We regret that such praise should be lavished 
vapsepostecouily^ and fieel that Ibe poet's mistress Eurypyk 
'woald have deserved it better. Her name has been told us b/ 
Mfil0^Q(^,aaal«idf q^ioted, and in another epigram by Anti- 
pater. 

uiSivwm Xiva^t dtud^ ^ifdl n9fAfm% 

* Brunck has x^mut ; but xf «oi^ the common reading, bettcf 
suits a detached quotation. 
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Farewell ! thou hadst a pulse for every dart 
That Love could scatter from his quiver ; 

Apd every woman found in thee a hearty 

Which thou, with all thy soul, didst give her I 



Long may the nymph aromid thee plary^ 

Eurypyle, thy soiiKs desire ! . 
fitfking her beauties in the ray 

That lights thine eyes* dissaving fire I 

Sing of her smile's bewitching power. 
Her every grace that warms and blesses ; 

Sing of her brow's luxuriant flower. 
The beaming glory of her tresses* 

The expression here, w^®* uo/wuf, •• the flower of the hair,"* 
is borrowed from Anacreon himself, as appears by a fragment 
of the poet preserved in Stobseus : A«t«aif«f )* i««X«f ^amvamv 

Ue purest nectar ^ its nmnbin^ fi^<?J Thus, says Brunck, i» 
the prologue to the Satires of Persius : 

CiAtaie crcdM P^aseium nectar. 

«Mek»* 
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*' Melos" is the usual reading in this line, and Casaubon has 
iiefended it ; but ** nectar," I think, is much more spirited- 



Fartw*Ut tktu hadit a ^tUsefir tvtiy dartf, ^^.] 
*^ scopus eras naturi," not '^ speculator," as Barne* very falsely 
interprets it. 

VinCentius Obsopceus, upon thb passage, contrives to indulge 
us with a little astrological wisdom, and talks in a style of 
learned scmuU about Venus, '* male posita cum Marte in domQ 
Satnnu." 

^nd tvtry ^omanfoumi in thee a hearty &c^ This couplet it 
not otherwise warranted by the original, than as it dilates the 
thought which Antipater has figuratively expressed. 

Critias, of Athens, pays a tribute to the legitimate gallantry 
of Anacreon, calling him^ with elegant conciseness, *imm9m 

Toy ^t •jfwaatMm ^iXi«y vXif «y7« «rer miat^ 
<H)«y KtdHfttmla *t Time ue 'Ej^Xo^ eeevfifg 
Z«^bMre#Mi» i^i«>Mt,' jmeuum wngoviv/ia. 

Teos gave to Greece her treasure, 

Sage Anacreon, sage in loving ; 
Fondly wearing lays of pleasure 

for the maids who blush'd approving ! 

- * Thus Scaliger, in his dedicatoiy vcnei to Ronsaid r 
BUuidus, suaviloquus, dulcis ADacrcon, 

Oh4 
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Oh ! in nightly banquets Bporting» 
Whcie *B the guest could ev<er fljr him ^ 

Oh ! with love's seduction courting, 
Wheic *§ fbt nynq^h couM e'er dea^ Um^ 
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